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Dedicated to our wives. 


The Goings-on at Harlem, Mars 


Two killers named Willie and Tony 
just escaped the Hartsville reformatory 
on the eastern side of mars. They hot- 
wired a rover jalopy and mused at the 
sprawling sight before them as they 
plowed down the lonesome highway in 
the desert sun. Both only saw infinite 
red sifted sand and the occasional pop 
bottle. 

Tony was the speed freak. He popped 
Venus Turnarounds at least every twenty 
minutes, it seemed. Willie knew he was 
manic and extremely dangerous. They 
were going too fast, much past the 
privilege of youth which they never 
had, that is, of going nowhere. 

And now they were tooling along a 
vast, flat, ferrous desert against a 
thick red sky. Maybe they were thinking 
about who they were going to kill. Just 
for the pleasure of it. At least under 
the pretense that there would be some 
money for their trouble. 

They were taking off their ill- 
fitting, low-level pressure suits, state 
issue. They both felt great about not 
being in the hole. Both eternally 
grateful for being out of that Hartsville 
dungeon. And it was a welcome thing to 
get out of the suits under the buggy 
bubble. Tony was driving erratically, 
wired to the hilt, his eyes crystalline 
glazed. Willie, on the other hand, was 


4 


brooding with deep-set haggard eyes 
under a subordinal brow, thinking about 
rather vile things. He wanted to smell 
that coppery blood again. The visceral 
cuts just so across, spilling “gute 
effortlessly, released from their pouch. 
The huge suspended holograph-illusion, 
as they went past blinked broadly and 
hallucinogenically projected, oozing 
with Byzantine brightness and unreality: 


“HH##PHEHHHE Three Deuces Inn ########— 
Pleasure Resort Bax None— 
Harlem , Mars. 250 Miles”. 

There was Humphrey Bogart in a trench 
coat, floating gossamerlike, hovering 
and repeatedly socking away an 
unslakeable glass of gin. Good effect, 
all coming from complex apparatus on 
the ground, whirring away perpetually. 
They both had never seen anything like 
it. They both weren’t sure it was real 
or ,they, were.justvihallucinating, ft. 
What the hell, it was still real perty. 

“Sounds like a good place to make a 
slaughterhouse.”, Tony said to Willie, 
as the rover hummed along, faster than 
it should have been. 

“Too far away, we ain’t got enough 


fuel..”. There were more of these signs 
every couple of miles. Tony kept .on 
saying over and over, “sounds like a 


good place to make a slaughterhouse...”, 
As the rover buggy hummed. There were 
hardly any sheriff’s deputies on these 
pants of7 Mare It was basically as 
wild and free as something out of H. 
Rider Haggard’s lost continents. 

a Gah... “ga Wa Lie Ai nally jai dpe. w 6 


guess tsa. * 

“What?” 

“We gonna make some folks dead.” He 
went on. Hell, he thought. These guys 
hadn’t seen regular people or the outside 
QOreinsticuutionseallethetrslivese, They 
were wards of the state and were 
generally no better than slime. And 
there was no slime on this planet ‘cept 
for hydroponic sharecropper crops 
blemishing the planet. The radio buzzed 
static as the vast panorama of the red 
valley spread out magnificently. 

“Anything on the goddamn radio?” 
Willie asked. Tony, with hamfisted 
gnarly hands, tuned the tinny receiver 
and musace came eihrough their baggy 
helmets at their feet, as well as through 
the bubbled rover. Lush big band 
orchestration. Some Glen Miller 
bullshit from those fuckin’ resorts, 
Tony knew. They heard it all the time 
when they were in the hole. Always 
wondering what it was like, what was so 
goddamned good at those places. Willie 
was sweating profusely in the environs 
from his amphetamines. 

PNeat ets. Cis eshit? eee Linally 
got some country western finally, his 
hancowr bet eng ecne votre re lumss Ly 

“Boy! Life were good when I were a 
bovevwininnin . around, —CUtLin palrhoses; 
People don’t like it when you cut their 
airhose. Makin’’ a lot of those military 
space people shit in their government 
Seuptse Did letell you bout that time: 1 
threatened to leave a friend o mine in 
the desert "tomtry, and there wereén’t 
even no crater to hid in the shadow of, 
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and his oxygen was a runnin’ out?” He 
laughed all snarly. 

“He shit. ini his. spacesutes ~hctaait 
wrestled with women on mars, and raped 
them and then ripped off their mask 
bubbles and they tried to breathe dusty 
sky! Theired4tele: throats: suckimanan 
nothin. Their faces turnin blue. Their 
eyes poppin out.” 


He laughed. 
“Yeah, but how did you rape em?”, 
Tony asked quizzically, trvina eco 


envision it. 

“Well sEthere’s> thiset2CCle skit, For 
fucking in free space. I found a whole 
shitload a them from an abandoned gov 
mine once.” 

The stories went on. Willie was 
getting those itches again. Like he 
felt lice all over his body. He knew 
it was the speed. 

“Twenty years ago, I kilt my daddy 
with a shotgun about 500 mile from here. 
He was mining. He never found nuthin. 
And I stole my stepmomma and screwt her 
all the time, till he came at me, drunk 
on reds and jim beam fake shit. Came 
at me with a knife and I had to kill 
im.” They both laughed. 

The buggy screamed along the 
highway, winding through hills. Inside, 
old rockabilly relics rasped in there 
and bounced off their skulls. Nothing. 
The dust cloud was getting thinner. 
They seemed to have gotten out of the 
red dust zone, finally. They weren’t 
scared anymore about the marspig cops 
being after them. Convicts got out all 
the time. Mars was half penal colony 
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from the old days, and mostly wealthy 
resorts now. Those older penal colonies 
Mise Cott urneds=intG, piastac— 
erenalatted,, “balustraded, wictorian: 
GOtnic, Om post -future tourist resorts: 
Whateirony!" The rich folks, more than 
the tourists, came there to just be 
surrounded with an opulence usually only 
afforded movie stars. Elegantly, but 
Per1ghttully ang pleasantly scared) 
knowing the most dangerous criminals 
were holed up behind plastic/metal 
walls,thinking of ways to get out. The 
secret pleasures. 

Here tell there were convict gangs 
out by the places that looked like lakes 


and canals. They fought each other 
viciously. The feudal rats killed for 
Cerricorialeriqnis. They always 


attacked the gov mining expeditions, 
but mars gov was too lazy to subsidize 
decent weaponry or send the military. 
The military was too busy building nets 
of laser weaponry. This made earth a 
big global fish in a net. A wounded 
porpoise was what the earth was, and 
Greenpeace wasn’t around. EFarth was 
so armed and yet so protected against 
itself. The moon wasn’t shit either. 

Up in the distance was an emerald 
city, or at least that is what it looked 
like to their glazed eyes. Crystalline 
spires and ivory towers that gleamed 
against the ferrous sky of haze. They 
were the domes of the cotton club resort. 
Crystalline spires and ivory towers, 
maybe. 

“Looks like we’re gonna do some 
Krlling now 7ewillve-saidj; as he checked 
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for the knives and guns they had obtained 
earlier on the dusty road at a little 
country store a ways back. 

“yeah. I wanna carve up some flank 
steaks. Te*ll betelike “kit ling taogs 
back “in "Arkansas. 7 

“And .do 1 hate fuckin tourists ts? 
Tony said with an unusual resonance of 
unseen hatred. 

They couldn’t read the sign, just 
like they couldn’t read the fancy 
holographs a few miles back, but this 
one read: “the cotton club resort closed 
for restoration, grand reopening in six 
days.” They parked in the sprawling 
empty lot. They pressurized and then 
slowly climbed out the buggy, their 
tired frames stretching. They grabbed 
two knives of various lengths, a shotgun 
and a smaller pistol. 

As soon as they got to the entrance 
gate, they could see it was not as 
fancy as they thought. 

“We shoulda gotten some more free 
air back at that main meter a few clicks 
away.” 

They went through a series of 
airlocks and walked down hallways and 
more blind corners. Willie was hoping 
now, hoping there would be someone who 
looked like his stepfather. 

“Goddamn ! These fuckin’ (airstiices 
get me pissed off,” Willie said as he 
took off his soft, baggy helmet. They 
inhaled the welcome stale air- 
conditioned air, Tony. took his, baggy 
off, too. His back sideburns stood out 
like elvis muttonchops. His red rough 
hewn face with rugged crisscrosses of 
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sandpaper creases across leathery 
pouched skin. Not a kind face. Eddie 
Hhaceatporcinesround: tace,,a fool’ s face 
topped with a severe blond crew cut 
convict style that just made him look 
sitiiers Eddie was tattooed like a 
Sale Ore Whos do Gmdrunk «lOOr Often. ' But 
his best feature was a perpetual grin, 
almost a rictus like he wasn’t quite 
all there. They looked at the fancy 
cornices, bevelled mirrors, bric-a-brac, 
elegance that they had never been around 
their whole lives. 

They could vaguely hear what sounded 
like a party going on a few doors down 
EGethnetr ert.) A prano tink bing, jazz. 
People laughing and singing and 
reveling. Carrying on like rich people 
who didn’t have nothin’ better ta do. 
Skinning offun us poor folks. 

“Sounds “like =-wergot., us> that 
slaughterhouse, Tony-boy! Like you 
wanted.” It was the way he said it 
through his Venus Turnaround blurriness, 
so matter-of-factly. They started 
thinking along the lines of death doled 
out evenly. 

They found their way to the soiree, 
following the sounds, their state issue 
boots caked with ferrous clots, now 
allVovern the carpet like a trail. 

“T thought no one was supposed to be 
here 2s This bunk asshit is -supposed to 
be closed...”. Willie had the stupidest 
look? on’his broad “face. 

“Well, willie...These gov people and 
richmtolkerare justi ranskinning offun 
the poor folks like us guys, you and 
me. See, now? It’s time we even the 
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score some...” 

Upon busting into the very luxuriant 
and opulent lounge, a large room bustling 
with people, Willie blew Groucho Marx’s 
head off with a twin barrel shotgun 
blast., kKillingahim, inseantly - Tony 
laughed. Groucho fell in the middle of 
telling a joke about shooting an elephant 
in his pajamas. But the party kept 
going. No one took the slightest notice. 
Tony and Willie didn’t know who these 
people were. 

Tony slid behind the piano bar and 
elit ethesthroat, ofp jazz pitani stare 
Tatum of Toledo, Ohio in the middle of 
“Sweet Lorraine” (these were inferior 
and cheap version of robots...). Milky 
blood gushed all over the piano. The 
blind pianist grinned and fell to the 
floor. Eddie Cantor got his banjo eyes 
plueked ,ous..of) their phoetlow.ebiine 
sockets. His throat was summarily split 
wide open like a new mouth, a wailing 
gash of circumstantial terrors » Greta 
Garbo igot. saat “EnemmecrotchMtomnave: 
while talking to Charlie Chaplin about 
Unamerican activities. W.C. Fields got 
his left arm crudely hacked off while 
imbibing spiritus fermenti in the forms 
of electrolytic maytinis,,with =, happy— 
looking Winston Churchill. He just 
stood there, regarding his. lost arm 
hanging by a thin strip of tendon, the 
bone protruding. 

Cole Porter got a neat, round hole 
like an omphalos in his handsome head 
byeathe, 45° automaticwe placed tel bam 
execution style while he was at the 
other piano talking with Oscar Levant 
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and Vincent Youmans. Willie stopped 
his slaughter and looked around the 
room with its sluices of milky blood 
spattering. 

“Hey! Why ain’t these people shittin 
and spissineandsscart? (Helly tthey act 
like we ain’t even here or there!” 

“Yeah,” Tony responded trenchantly. 
He killed a dedicated Errol Flynn while 
he was sparring athletically with a 
white-bearded older-modelled, potbelly- 
molded Ernest Hemingway. They had been 
at it for some time, never tiring before. 
Just now, as Hemingway came round with 
a fist swishing through empty air, Willie 
cleaned out his nose again with a 
shotgun. Well his whole faced was gone, 
with just a metal brainstem with a nest 
Often cueeimitiry: spLoutming . Lorch. 1 ketta 
paisley corsage. The still bodies lay 
in rough-angled, contorted positions. 
Reticulated and incomplete torso’s, 
overall carrion of red-glazed bodies 
tyme eeQatitealLuxedos sand e700 TSUTtS, 
cocktail dresses lay atop one another 
wrens no? conplaint - Willie and Tony 
reloaded and went on killing. The 
untouched people looked at each 
execution, and then went on chatting 
ands laughingenaustras casualty as if 
these murderers were being forward for 
eating too many hors d’oerves. 
They summarily and methodically 
killed everyone in the gay soiree’. 
They shrugged in milky blood and 
Diese Oimepul Dy ILCalt1ony Up, Lowther 
ankleboots and put on their soft baggies. 
With strange puzzlement they left as 
they had come, with no resistance, down 
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hallways and foyers. They threw their 
sanguinary weapons in the back and 
climbed into the hot-wired buggy. They 
didn’t say anything for a while. 

“T never saw folks stand up to death 
so easy-like,” Willie finally mused, 
pulling his baggy off after the bubbletop 
stopped, filling with alt.) toenya1cnsc 
answer. Tony wiped his bloody hands on 
his state issue pants. 

They drove a few miles away from 
the emerald city and its cheap pleasure 
domes and empty streets of Kubla Khan, 
in the iridescent twilight pandering 
abouts the (Sk 1,60 6 ran Opole re 
Shangrila. Xanadu. Now nothing but a 
morgue. Days passed of quiet in 
abandoned mining shacks. 

Sometime later tony split off on 
his own toward the government mines. 
Willie said he was gonna miss tony. 
They had sat up nights in the shacks, 
wondering about the latest carnage they 
had caused. It Just. wasn any tin 
anymore, they had said to each other. 
Killing didn’t solve nothing, if people 
just stood there, ignoring you while 
you started hurting them, mutilating 
them, and they still smiled. Those 
rich people tourists. 

Tony was on -his “own. now, ousted 
thinking with himself. Once he said he 
was gonna kill every nigger on mars. A 
week after Tony left in the bare night 
air to go kill until, he vowed he would 
get killed himself. (mainly those gov 
geologists). Willie found himself in 
a black baptist church of “The What’s 
Happpenin’ Now”, getting saved by little 
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baby Jesus. 

RGiwas inga Pittle humble’ town of 
Burkie, Mars, that he gave up all his 
Kiting seHe toldeReverendsdenkins, a4 
grey haired wise minister, and the entire 
smiling congregation, that he was tired 
OLgmiieei ice 

“It was some kinda miracle at that 
cotton club” park that a ‘caused me ‘to 
give my life to little baby Jesus.” 

The congregation cheered roundly, 
with happy solace in the stale enclosure 
Chile fs Then Willie Alonzo hugged 
reverend jenkins and went and turned 
himself in to the state troopers. 

It seems they found his buddy, Tony, 
aeemonth later: They had willie in 
special lockup in the basement of the 
courthouse of the new knoxville, mars 
colonies. He wasn’t ever gonna get out 
again. He knew that. He was finally 
coming down off the Drack and venus 
turnarounds; he had taken fistfuls those 
lonely blissful nights under the martian 
starry skies by the mining shacks. Tony 
was also in lockup there, but they never 
let him see willie. The troopers 
steadily beat confessions out of both 
of them, willie told them he was “sick 
of killin’, and wasn’t ever gonna kill 
again.” Tony was also and “he knew he 
Gqid wrong .% Andwthate “there was” a 
higher power that told me about how 
that massacre at the resort was wrong” 
and “little baby jesus made those people 
there face death bravely as though it 
were meant to be”. But neither could 
figuresoutlwhy those big redneck state 
troopers were laughing and smirking so 
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much whenever they talked to Tony and 
Willie. 

“Is your belly still achin’ for Venus 
Turnarounds, Willie?” The officer said, 
laughing. “you want one, Willie?” 
Willie modded. | “You cam tanavesone,: 
he laughed. The trooper cleared his 
throat. Justvotfethe wall of tne cirice 
were floating holographic tool and die 
calendar pin-up girls rubbing their hips 
and. smacking @thei re Bip ae ine lic 
reqularity, crotating .in st aoe aie, 

“Hey, Willie. Hey! Hey, Willie! 


Look at me! Now. We just don’t know 
what the penalty is for killing twenty- 
five people.” He twirled his pen. The 


computer splunked. He looked at Willie 
forereact ons: 

“You know, you coulda got out a few 
years down the road if youda kept your 


nose! ;clean” , ,OLErcer -Cripnpenssotoiue 
Mars State Police told him, smiling. 
“Twenty-five...”, The officer mumbled. 


Willie .couldn’t make .owt; the Jdastof 
it. Willie leaned over in his creaking 
chair. The fluorescent lights flickered 
overhead in the pastel flush ceiling. 
A hologram pin-up girl motioned to him 
with her finger, “come here”, she said 
with her silent gorgeous mouth, and he 
gagaaed at her. He looked back at 
Officer Crippin who was waiting. 

Wellsir, officer; Tijistooot taires 
of killing and Jike I. said. 2m found 
Jesus up here after we done that bad 
stufh. . Tony. is still ®as mean acseever 
but lo feel, clean insider alm@arnat root 
norkilling Wert anime i 

The officer nodded. 
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HeshGp ica ting a = Vl eain t jot MoO., 
Wellsir, —letolra Vvou,abouc whem we Kilt 
those rich toltkstinehariem,=smars. .. They 
didn’t care none while we was a doing 
i Ba 

He spit tobacco into a trash can and 
wiped a tear away. 

The sergeant laughed. 

“You are going to be sent back, you 
and Tony Mullens. To earth, where you 
will be tried and executed for the crimes 
you committed.” 

Willie bawled like a baby, ranting 
about the lord and jesus and how he 
weren’t raised right and how his dad 
Potd himwabout. kid lang. and taught “him 
anaMacyT. 

A little while later, a squadron of 
state troopers drove Tony Mullens and 
Willie Alonzo out to Marsport rocket 
Site where they were shackled and 
prepped. They were ready for departure 
BOMaeD IG CT UTcerawalting. im orbit, 

Nobody had told them the joke, the 
humor=ctrom*twoxestupid, srednecks,; sof—it 
all. A young musclebound, half-cyborg 
trooper- saidwone thing to ‘them as all 
the troopers watched. Hardhatted 
scientists and nasa workers, got the 
Iieelewnshuttlesseready for special 
departure. 

Thessyoungwmuscle-half/cyborg- 
trooper twanged in his martian accent: 

Mrlow VOU boys jJustethinkjabeut this 
on the way home. ...They just made a 
Hews lawwn _tagoes ssomething like. “as: 
android robots is just as human and 
sentient aS we are. Before last year 
the lawyermen said they wasn’t! Bad 
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timin! While them android wars have 
stopped back on earth, you two sons of 
bitches just killed 35, o£ the cheaper 
models that were going to expire anyway. 
That was synthetic blood you spilled 
over there at your slaughterhouse at 
the cotton club. Didn’t you never watch 
no fuckin tv? You killed some celebrity 
robots and you are probably gonna fry 
forsut. back) on. earth © eAabunensor deo 
for nothing pieces of metal and plastic 
and synthetic genes. You stupid bastards 
didn’t even know who the fuck Bob Hope 
was or nothin? None of ‘em?” 

He went on. T YOU, con ts hahaa 
people! And you are gonna fry!” The 
trooper beamed as he scratched his 
metallic arm replacement. 

Tony and willie just looked at each 
other and smiled weakly. They had a 
lot of thinking to do. The government 
cruiser took off like a space needle, 
and hurtled the two biggest serial 
killers of bioplasmic spare parts and 
chips in the history of crime into space. 
It would be a long flight home for both 
of them when they hooked up. 


WELL, IT AIN’T JERSEY! 


BEEOM ioe tirstmpratial behermwas 
destined to be the funniest man in or 
Onwebi Seep lane. Jack Benny had the 
GiLt, “andeHope too, butsathis fellow was 
Going. mto. eclipses them all. He had 
studied the masters, Lloyd, Ladshaw, 
KeatOneanOechapl in webutce New) USt sadn t 
Go. inslomthateimtellectiual stuff aCcrazy 
Letterman or Woody Allen. But he did 
alright in the tristate areas, the rinky 
dink clubs from here to there; He did 
burlesque, humor, parody, metony, 
Lytodies, synecdoche, travesty, and/or 
ridicule. Even satire. He killed the 
audiences wherever he went. He had his 
own cable special. He did the Comic 
Relief thing, and now this Fats fellow 
wanted him for what was supposed to be 
the biggest gig of them all. He had 
come into the Sweater Meat bar and you 
could teliinetwas a comic agent’ right 
off. Or at least some sort of manager. 
He was a dead ringer for Colonel Tom 
Parker, Kirby McKauley and P. T. Barnum 
trotted up Anto: one, 

He asked for Doodles Shank, the 
funniest man. Who just happened to 
fall into the orchestra pit, his best 
pratfall and his biggest laugh. tt 
vaudeville hadn’t died out, he would 
have been right at home, but he was 
doing alright anyway. This audience 
was roaring at his prancing and downright 
maudlin antics. When Doodles came off, 
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he was sweating mothballs, his heart 
was pumping, all that energy was gone 
that. he ‘had: used ein *his "acta eHeawas 
thinking about how to interpret and 
integrate Al Jolson with Richard Pryor 
without. coming .off, well; ofE- Then 
Fats Thierry tapped his shoulder. In 
all of Chicago he stood out completely, 
like a yippie at a Re-Elect Nixon 
campaign headquarters or something. You 
get the idea. Well, Doodles was my 
pal, we went all the way back, to dives 
in Joliet* and joints “in*Kantock, “[But 
when he shook Fats’ hand, it was all 
over. He had made a grave mistake. 
Fats met him at the Mobius train 
station. It was in the western part of 
town, way in the boondocks. Theat 
when he found out that he was going on 
Feel Woh atl sate tion 3h It seems there was a 
real weird friars convention, not here 
on earth but about 20 parsecs from here, 
out beyond the fringe of our solar system 
and beyond that even. That S>s1 Ghee 
Doodle Shank’s next gig was in outer 
Space, and he couldn’t wait, he was 
going to make a bundle on this one. 
Well, last I heard, when Doodles showed 
up, he had looked out in the audience 
and saw some creatures that were so 
uncommonly ugly that he literally gagged 
backstage. They were suppurating and 
oozing and green, and the stench was 
quite unearthly, worse than what a 
sumpjumper could imagine in his worst 
day. It wasn’t only that, they were 
gorging themselves on what looked like 
giant shellfish, with wings only this 
time. And raw, too. Well, Doodles did 
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his pratfalls, his antics and his mayhem, 
and they laughed, boy did they laugh. 
He told the one about the redneck rocket 
mechanic and they roared. The two 
Martians and the blind octopus (he had 
done some research and their octopus- 
rendition or version was a holy creature) 
really scorched that small arena. And 
the one about the Denubian nudist colony 
was almost downright offensive. Well, 
he did the whole shtick, he sweated for 
them, he bled for them. I wasn’t there, 
but it was to come to an unfortunate 
thing. The conscripted him to tour the 
Galaxy formsciewrestpor nis. bite asthe 
last I heard he was off the shoes of 
tChesbeltjot 20r1o0n Ac lowning <1t “up; and 
totally unhappy. One day he simply 
refused to go on, and didn’t realize 
that the audience that night were 
humanoid-eaters, and even stepping out 
on stage and being humanoidal biped 
was trouble enough. Now that he didn’t 
even show they peeled his skin off slowly 
and gouged every soft musculature of 
his poor body and still kept him alive, 
and tossed him inside a slowly digesting 
Erbian creature where he was destined 
EOmLEVeMCOLLULOUsc | VeLOrethe enext ‘aeon, 
for the creature’s symbiotic system made 
SULeIeG Wace cOm~scay salve! tor “an 
eternity. He had asked for it. 

The last I heard, one person told 
me somehow, that he was working on a 
newlact wa ‘Houdini escape thing. Only 
he didn’t have a chance and it’s been 
thirty years now and he’s still. in that 
Erbi#an,*s, belly, At least he’s not 
stealing anybody’s material. 
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JIMBOB GOES TO MARS 


Pimple-faced Jimbob Johnson was 
refitting the dampers on a cadmium rod 
casing for a black man’s short Chopped 
and blocked salvage trawler. His shiny 
brown locks were hanging in his face as 
he got the last nut secured, the oil 
from his country cheeks dripped off 
him’ but®hell, he “drdn*t care none: 


This was the spaceport off Io, next to 
Jupiter, it filled the sky, it was the 
sky. It tended to make one giddy unless 
one was used to it. There were military 
outcrops, shopping malls, tourist traps 
and more spaceports and space junkyards 
than there was ice. 


Little Jimbob was only eighteen and 
had never been further from the planet 
than almost anyone he knew. His daddy 
was a sharecropper on Mars, but he died 
in a tragic accident of faulty machinery 
and Jimbob was raised by his aunt Elnora 
on Io, her little apartment cubicle 
was his world, but he was about to get 
a place’ ofghis towns hebre.. she «was 
thinking about getting. mmtos the 
military, be a mechanic in the Navy, he 
was talented. And just a few months 
shy-ofl joining, up. 


Jimbob had a way with rocket engines, 
he was just a knowin somehow how to 
rehaul a turbine on the methane cruisers, 
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he had studied his textbooks and been 
to tradeschool, he just knew somethin 
about rocket engines and how to make em 
go safer and faster. It was a God- 
given talent. He could take apart a 
fusion reactor and rebore the rods, he 
could smooth over a job of intake and 
tracer valves better than any of his 
buddies could do. They had all passed 
Dr>  Biddle’s tech* school “courses on 
basic space mechanics and gyros and 
thrusters and even the jet packs, those 
teeny spurting disaster vehicles the 
poorer kids put on their backs to duel 
with when the aerocops weren’t lookin. 
But Biddle had said he was the best for 
just plain inbourne knowledge of basic 
physics and torque and acceleration and 
how those things applied to safe rocket 
launches. It weren’t like the olden 
days when hot rodders were burnin up 
Che™=streects "this “was “big™ time 
aerospatial mechanics and it took a 
lot of high tech along with design and 
empirical knowledge of imponderable and 
Micangrolewwattte nothings that most 
folks juse Ccoulan t Comprenend. 


Jimbob had picked cotton on Mars on his 
daddies sharecropping botanical fields. 
He had a Martian twang that never failed, 
but he picked that up from Elnora Bushy 
late of Io, who had more beaus’s than 
any Hattiesburg beauty or debutante out 
of New Orleans. 


Jimbob had just turned 19 years of age, 
so after work to-day he was going to 
have a blue-plumed ice volcanoe, 2 parts 
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gin, a splash of bitters anda bunch of 
nectarine flavored liqueur anda little 
paper rocket stuck in the top, and «Lats 
of them. He was legal age for drinking. 
Why not, he had been working too hard 
these days, learnin those manuals in 
his spare time, stayin up nights when 
he didn’t have no girlfriend. Oh once, 
he got caught behind the woodshed with 
an androidigirl,. but that dont. count. 
His daddy was sure mad about that. He 
called it a day and carefully put the 
damper valve back in the case, he would 
install it tomorrow. 

Thea, tiing, neo tardnst.. lock Jrorward.s co 
when going to the Three Deuces Rocketpad 
Bar was all the smart assed rocket aces 
and hot shot pilots out of the military. 
All uniformed up with three girls on 
each arm, and didn’t even care whether 
they could tell whether they were real, 
human or android, unless they tried to 
pull. a, quick test. on tithes qirle as The 
played with their minds to catch them 
on some human dictum that humans usually 
took for granted. Hell, Jimbob of Mars 
didn’t care none about no androids 
anyway, their tits didn’t bounce like 
real girls) Heiwas going to put down. a 
snootfull and take the subway to Mobius 
exit and flop out, he could experience 
what it was like to have a hangover. 


His greasy locks swung in his face as 
he told the metallic chinadoll lady, he 
wanted a nectarine ice volcanoe. 


She checked his id card. Sure enough, 
there were four navy fighterjocks trying 
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ae Geta stiver android to pull her top 
Onie 

They were drunker than cooter brown. 
“Slut”, the crewcutted blond guy called 
her as he reached down her dress. She 
dtdsnote KNOW MowEtotreact. Lt wasn’t 
good manners to treat ladies like that. 


“I’m sorry sir, please leave me alone, 
please take your hands off me. Would 
the captain care to have another drink”, 
it was programmed to say without 
phan ng: 


“No, I don’t want another drink, I want 
to see your twin moons, honey.” She 
went into some mode that Jimbob knew 
was going to happen sooner or later, a 
shock of electricity and a lecture on 
Robot Etiquette. His buddies laughed 
when he got the equivalent shock. 


“Shuddap, you bastards.” Jimbob was 
chuckling to himself and the captain 
caught him in the fourway bar mirror. 
He didn’t see the captain. 


MHey emyou, =punk, @what’s so funny?” 
Jimbob froze and the china doll android 
bartender sat back and registered the 
conversation, trying to size up whatever 
hazard was about to happen. She said 
immediately, “Drinks on the house for 
you two nice men, nice men.” That 
sentence had been uttered so long it 
was beginning to wear around each 
eyillaote.-Couldnitrfight in-actbar like 
this, the bouncers were industrial 
strength misfits, not even made up with 
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skin, just relays and servos and tubes 
and steel pistons. 


“Nothin...”, Jimbob said, and ordered 
another nectarine volcano. The china 
lady passed a drink to the officer who 
was right up against poor Jimbob, right 
in his face. 


“Men, come here, we got us a space 
mechanic runnin long on sarcasm who 
doesn’t know how to fix a colored woman’s 
jetpack even...”. They laughed. Jimbob 
gulped. These men had just come from 
serious combat off the belts of orion 
probably: They didnot scare @about 
anything at the moment, gonzo crazed 
and shell-shocked. 


The next thing he knew he was hauled 
out of the bar against his will by the 
four men, keelhauled into a small cruiser 
and tied up ina storage hold. “What’s 
goin on? I didn’t mean nothin by 
it...Please let me be.” They laughed 
wildly and without even getting properly 
strapped in and drunk to boot they went 
intos:orbite iwith Sloomings Junmeeriaia 
over the pilot lookout, they were going 
in an erratic orbit away from both Io 
and Jupiter into an oblong orbital path, 
joyriding like jetpacking bastards 
except these were commissioned officers. 
What had he gotten himself into? 


“Kid, we are gonna dump you off ona 
small asteroid, with a space suit and 
let you sit there clingin awhile, and 
maybe we’ll come back for ya.” 
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prOUsCAaAWGEEdo. Glia s: Goume leva m afraid, 
I’ve never free floated in the black 
Delorce Suu qetesickearizit... 


“Shuddap kid, maybe this’1l teach ya a 


Vessol.. , see Tiene ain’t. no metal’ apes 
OUERECONSaVe VOur acs Dack at Enat cyborg 
Orne. | Theyitwere sti11l- laughing and 


sucking on Jim Beam out of a tube. The 
small craft shuddered wildly and a thud 
and a couple of weird metallic screeches 
ancmecie “Capcaii sald...  ohit Major 
matliunction! BWhatVerswre sbenny.! 
Pic don cb Know, eLlLewe radio in for help 
we’ll lose our stripes bein drunk.” 
They began checking central processing 
to analyze the malfunction. The craft 
lazily hurtled cocky-wobbly into a small 
asteroid field. 


“We’ve got no choice, call the tower 
and request assistance. Goodbye Navy!” 
Sweat poured down the captain’s drunken 
countenance. 


wambobs cleared his "throaty a know 
what the problem is...”. 


“Not now kid, we got serious problems.” 


“Tt’s not the circuits you’re checking 
theres tsa bustecdsdazi wboard or the 
gyrochip blew, and 4 


“What do you know, are you a mechanic? 
Mike here is a mechanic and he couldn’t 
Paguremrt ourmrandeshe’ s-jbeen, inthe 
service before you were wearin diapers 
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on some redneck colony...” 

“Give him a chance, it sounds like he 
knows what he’s talking about.” They 
loosened him up and he pulled out the 
toolbin under the canopy in the aft 
compartment. He went to work with the 
circuit tester, chip plasty-checker, 
felt around in those oodles of gadgets 
and chips and wiring and his hands were 
feeling their way with expertise, his 
talent of just a knowin how those rockets 
should fire and the fuel mixture and 
the feederdampers. Just like Tom Joad’s 
brother had a way of knowin about cars 
and how to get em goin in that book, 
“The Grapes of Wrath”, here was Jimbob 
provin himself once again about stayin 
up everynight readin his technical 
manuals on spindizzy’s and jetters and 
cutters and retros and nozzle velocity, 
even readin up on Goddard’s Rocketry 
books, way back before earth jets and 
aeroplanes. He just knew somethin that 
other folks didn’t know, not even Mike, 
the so-called mechanic. 


“I seem to see function regained, servo 
elevator control effectiveness regained, 
“, Benny said , now much more soberly 
after 45 minutes had passed. “I guess 
we ain’t gonna leave you on that asteroid 
after all, you saved our skins. You 
outa join, up ,. you're a first rank 
mechanic after Biddle’s own heart. bs 
Jimbob smiled and wiped his greasy face 
and put up the tools. The other guys 
had passed out, it was just Benny and 
Mike and Jimbob up fore watchin Jupiter’s 
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belts sparkle and Io come up, its big 
crater looked like a glass eyeball starin 
at them. ‘Kid,s lam sorry we! pulled 
tuts on, yOu. Smevouere saimignt + “Where 
can we drop you when we land?” 


“Moebius, station, I gotta go’ home”. 
Pourcektd.* 


wists is my birthday.”, Jimbob said with 
a giddy smile from that ice-volcano 
drink iconcoction. 


WNGtshi Eauen Whaeedid syou get for vour 
birthday?” , Benny asked. 

BNothinew Leadon ,tahave any. kinsaround 
here, just my aunt. My. .only other 


fFaniby @ise back aon. Mars,» out, in. the 
mountains.” 


[Wel lielookekid, Yousdidsus,a,.favor , 
we’ll do you one. Don’t say a word 
about-any se@Lethis, and wid laget vou a 
free round trip ticket to Mars on the 
next transport.” Jimbob'’s eyes lit up 
gleefully. He didn’t remember much 
about Mars}. hady been, too. little. 
“Believe me kid, I can do it fer ya.” 


Sure enough, next week he packed up and 
caught the huge freighter transport, 
and was bound for Hattiesburg Mars with 
his aunt’s permission, as long as he 
watched himself and didn’t mess around 
with android trash and was on best 
behavior. When the silver china doll 
lady came around with the drinks he 
ordered two nectarine blue ice-volcanoes 
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and wondered what she looked like 
underneath that dress as she leaned 
over and her cleavage stuck out. He 
smiled, you can go home again. The metal 
cruiser’ shot. antocthe blackest void 
the stars twinkled in the cosmos and 
Jimbob was getting tipsy and looking 
out at Saturn getting smaller every 
once in a while, and he wasn’t even 
getting homesick yet. Onward and off 
to MARS on a cadillac cushion of vacuum. 
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GOLLY MISTER, WILL YOU SIGN MY 
LAUNDRY LIST? 


Something was telling Bert Henry 
Keeter, for some inexplicable reason, 
that he was destined to be famous. 
But how? Celebrities were as common 
as houseflies. So he began saving 
all has treceipts, creditecard 
carbons, personal letters, gas card 
bDubis, enythingawithehisesiqnatture: 
He began carrying around a couple of 
ink pens so if anyone were to ask his 
autograph he would be ready. But he 
hadn’t quite figured how he was going 
Loebes Pamouses, Hescouldn tvactyssoche 
couldn’t be a famous actor. He 
Couldnt owr 1 tesetecclon,~OreanyLhing 
for that matter; he could barely 
spell. But he just knew destiny was 
going to reward him with a spattering 
of glittering celebrity. He couldn’t 
play the piano either, the only thing 
he really did was collect guns, you 
know, the old handmade western six 
shooters, etc. 

And he had pretty soon more 
boxes full of old receipts and things 
with his signature. He stacked them 
in the empty room of his two bedroom 
apartment. They would by themselves 
pay off in riches beyond anything he 
could fathom. He began walking like 
John F. Kennedy, with the smooth 
stride and sloping Shoulders. He 
began considering running for office, 
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but he knew no one knew him, no one 
would back him financially. In his 
rocking chair in his den, by the 
light of the color television, he 
plotted things that would make him 
famous. He had read that the 
national network news channel would 
use people’s videotapes if they were 
newsworthy and had caught something 
that otuners#hadn” t- 

But he didn’t have any 
videotapes of some famous event. He 
tried to write the great American 
novel, but after a couple of months 
he had five sentences on the first 
page, and the typewriter would just 
buzz waiting to be used, but nothing 
ever came. But he would sort through 
his personal signatures and 
autographs, as he now called them, 
and know that something told him he 
was going to be famous. 

He began dreaming of fame, huge 
success, riches, of being put on the 
cover of every news magazine in the 
country. Maybe there were too many 
celebrities, they didn’t do any 
better than him, so why do they 
deserve to get all the money, wealth 
and riches? They were just ordinary 
people who sold their souls to 
Hollywood, and then after they were 
famous tried to regain the dignity 
they used to possess before they 
became household names and public 
figures. 

sO UBert couldnt wait canny, 
longer: he just had to be famous now. 
So he shot the Democratic 
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presidential candidate as he stepped 
from the Louis Hotel in New York 
City. Suddenly Bert Henry Keeter was 
the most famous person in the world, 
for the next few weeks, he made the 
news magazines, all the networks, but 
now he waS in prison. But the 
interest died, died fast. The 
presidential candidate was a born 
loser anyway, he recovered, and lost 
the race. But Bert Henry Keeter was 
not famous anymore, a has been, so he 
decided to make the news one more 
time. He slit his wrists from wrist 
to elbow, and made the news once 
again, but he died, and it just goes 
to show you, fame is fleeting, 
sometimes you gotta die for it too. 
They found his boxes full of Texaco 
charge bills, Mastercard signatures, 
and laundry lists and personal 
letters that he had written to his 
great aunt. They ransacked his 
apartment, and upon discovering the 
numerous boxes of nothing but old 
receipts, tossed them in the garbage, 
and thus ended the legacy of Bert 
Henry Keeter and his famous 
signatures and autographs. 

And they buried Bert Henry 
Keeter with an autographing pen in 
his pocket. 
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SPECIAL DELIVERY —DEEP SPACE—HANDLE 
WITH CARE 


On a desolate mining moon called 
Rodi, under the iridescent rings of a 
monster gas planet, lived two lonely 
people. Rodi was far from the well- 
traveled space lanes. It was almost 
an Existential life for these two. 
They were exploring fuel pockets in 
this hellish place. It would be 
eleven months until the next 
freighter was coming near their end 
of nowhere. 

Werner had impressive geology 
degrees to his credit. Ida Mae never 
managed to learn anything with her 
third grade education. They became 
lovers nonetheless. And out here 
they quarreled all they wanted and no 
one could hear them. 

The trouble started when an 
oblong crate arrived with the last 
shipment. Packed inside was a bodice 
and assorted parts bearing the words: 

“Kendra-Standard 
Female”. 

Ida Mae had opened it up. She 
always got the shipments of mining 
supplies and sorted through packing 
slaps. 

WThateosontof, asbitechaheshercaicd,. 
looking at the pieces of android. 
“Genitals backordered” was written on 
the list. That made Ida Mae feel a 
little better. 
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“This is not necessary! I done 
thought he decided against getting a 
android,” she wondered. 

Most of the grunts never turned 
them on. They weren’t any better 
than Barbie dolls. Especially if 
tCheyrcouldm’t- attend the genitals: 

Professor Werner came home over 
the Iridium Ridge. This one had been 
a long trek, almost a week. He was 
exhausted and starting to look 
radioactive. He had been searching 
for mineral deposits so long he 
dreamed about hitting veins of 
Trondium-26 two nights in a row. 

Big Ida Mae Bushy had black-eyed 
peas with salt pork waiting for him. 
They forged what they could make out 
of the extreme cruelness of the 
planet. He was glad to have applied 
for a maid/helper two years ago. But 
did she have to be so fat? Oh, he 
had a wife back home, about seven 
light years away, but she hated 
traveling. They couldn’t have much 
of a relationship across a sea of 
space. So he went without her 
aquiline face and beauteous eyes. In 
his solitude he missed her sorely. 

He was the messiest man Ida ever 
saw. His ore-stained clothes always 
reeked of Plobarium. There were 
trace elements in his underthings 
from muddy wading through gaseous 
pits. The specially designed 
Rogesterone pills kept him free from 
contamination from the radioactive 
freak elements. 

Under lush eddying swirls of 
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fluorescent Tiresius, on this, the 
most stinking piece of nickel-iron, 
there was a motherlode worth 
trillions of credits. It seemed like 
this little moon was a blight to the 
system. But Professor Werner was 
going to make it into something good. 
Something the big conglomerate 
Parsexxon would find much to their 
benefit. “He had a i2ttle: gruana trom 
a fledgling company of theirs. 

The freighter lines had been 
hearing little’ tidbits _ofsrumoen thar 
floated like gossamer on hailing 


frequencies. Small talk from way 
station. tocplanet 6 Jtankerero 
outpost. 


Ida Mae showed him the Kendra 
model. She even joked that “the 
thing was good for everything from 
handlin’ freight orders an’ operatin’ 
heavy machinery. Why, she’s even 
good “to vlook al.” 

Kendra looked much better than 
her, Ida Mae Bushy, of Ponchatoula, 
Louisiana. Werner had noticed the 
shape of the attached body even 
surpassed Bridget Werner ensconced in 
a hotel, back on, Ic. 

"But she cant cook like me.“ ida 
mused. 

Werner mused about at the two of 
them everyday. Ida Mae Bushy weighed 
invat. just over 300) lhe sterran 
weight. Here she only tapped in at 
7S. (she just couldnt compare. with 
Kendra. But the android seemed to 
have minimal IQ. He decided he could 
upgrade later on. The cheaper chips 
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were all Werner could afford at the 
time. When he first told her to 
order it, Ida Mae chose some flimsy 
optionsrpurposely. “Idavdidn’ tiwant 
competition from a bag a’ guts that 
wasn’t as real as her. So the 
company had left out various items 
from the Hellenic package. 

Ida Mae looked like the apotheosis of 
Louisiana white trash. Both her arms 
were tattooed with hellish symbols 
from when she was a mamma for the 
feudal thugs in the Martian outback. 
He always winced when she showed her 
gapped teeth. He was sick of the 
tativehitestories. about Ehe fighting 
androids and their slavery and her 
Grandpa Bushy, android-slaughterer. 

Ida mae was as fat as a heifer. 
Her belly hung way out of her 
polyester slacks like slack dough. 
Her cheeks whacked when she walked 
around to clean up the shack while 
she watched old soap reruns. 

Old Ida could clean and cook and 
fil one shipping rorders: mShej could 
even operate the bigger oregrinding 
backtrakkies. She still had time to 
cook a plate-a-heaping for Werner. 
He was just a dog-tired scientist 
just one scratch in the green dirt 
away from riches. 

It was a long way from home, away 
from other humans. This was a 
blinking mote of dust close to the 
end of known space. 

Dr. Werner could only hold out 
for so long. One day he saw Ida Mae 
taking a shower in the chlorine-sweet 
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rain. She danced and lathered up her 
folds of skin. He knew that he did 
have certain needs. Ida Mae had been 
wanting him, too. She lusted for him 
“even though he weren’t good-lookin’. 
He’s a little baldheaded mouse, kinda 
faggoty with glasses...” she had 
written her mamma in Ponchatoula, La. 

They dpa pighee tierce ie che 
green mud. It started a relationship 
that had lasted for two years. Then 
Werner put Kendra together. There 
were days before when Ida saw him 
take out videos of Mrs. Werner on 
some Saturn cruise. Scenes of him 
drinking Blue Plumed Ice-volcanos 
with his stuck-up wife topless on 
some artificial beach ship. 

He would say something meek and 
stammer around. Then he would 
lustily take her. Or Ida would come 
invand rub thes’ thin back... Nexti they 
would lay huffing and puffing. He 
would climb off Ida Mae to get the 
oregrinder trackers sludge-free for 
his next trek. Which would be near 
the glowing caves where 
meteorological-geothermal tickers 
kicked around like screaming lizards 
that they heard every night. 

The Kendra stayed turned off. 
Ida Mae didn’t want to have anything 
to do -withithat trashie Shevhads to 
put some clothes on Kendra so the 
professor wouldn’t get any ideas. 

She had her dressed up in a brown 
sack. 

“Youcdon “t~ lookinosberteruana 
better than a skinny Malibu Barbie,” 
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idastola Mer ,rignt-to,ner=tace. ~Then 
she=would vturn her off,again. 

But Kendra was an atom perfect 
machinery of joy. She was a sight to 
behold, a Venus, a Leonardo. 

That wimp Werner had activated the 
pleasure model and he thought Ida 
didn’ = know. 

WYOUMaTre aeyistOn OT -BYronic 
nature. So gorgeous!” he would tell 
Kendra. 

In his tin shed she glowed and 
smiled and looked at him with those 
animated eyes. She tried to say 
“Yes, I love you, you and nobody else 
but you-ou-o.” 

But Ida Mae didn’t puta 
mouthpiece on her. He didn’t know 
what she sounded like. 

Sie aii era di Ving yourthat 
moubnehniph" = idausaeid-” -She-had hid it 
somewhere. 

Kendra’s lips would move like a 
guppy’s in a restaurant; like she 
wanted to say something. What was 
it? She was an efficient machine. 
But she couldn’t make a gumbo so 
green he’d think it was rhodium dirt 
instead of filet she had put in there 
with fake crab and oysters. The 
chicken was one of the few things 
that was real, sometimes. 

Ida Mae had gone to sleep one 
night. Professor Werner said, “I’m 
going) co the johny fda.” 

Ida heard some noise outside but 
didn “e*think anything of it. Ida 
fell back asleep in the huge bed 
barely=big~ enough for “her .- > Her 
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poormouth face snorted a lot. She was 
drinking too much Ten High from that 
30 bottle case that the stripped 
tanker had left off from a couple 
weeks before as a gift from the 
Parsexxon bosses. She thought that 
Werner was trying to keep her sodden 
and - full ver the stutle het, Sone 
couldn’t even remember whether Diane 
had Adrian’s baby on “The Love 
Planet” reruns. 

She woke up one night and saw 
Werner talking to the Kendra. He was 
talking to her like he must have done 
to his own wife. His Helen had spoken 
softly words of love to Werner. 

“Shoot, he found the mouth chip,” 
Ida muttered. 

She’d get that thing back. She 
could just punish Kendra when Werner 
left to go into the glowing caves. 

She went in the shed and stood 
next to the bodice laying prone ona 
Coe! 

“You whoredog!” she yelled. She 
whacked her perfect brown ass with a 
straw broom. Kendra gurgled and 
sweetly smiled. Even after Ida Mae 
forcibly pulled out her voice chip 
again with her own two fingers. 

It was that shipment two weeks 
later that got Professor Werner so 
excited he could hardly talk. But 
Professor Werner cried in pain when 
he had seen what Ida Mae had done 
with the poor thing. 

He soothed the android beauty 
the next night and they kissed all 
night, unbeknownst to Ida Mae. After 
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that Ida put Kendra’s hand to a stove 
burner: ~She*would let’ out. a muffled 
bleat like a cat with a silent meow. 
Werner wanted to slap Ida Mae’s 
porcine giggling face but he was too 
weak once again. 

Was she getting into the 
Rogesterone? 

He couldn’t even hold his own in an 
argument with that Ponchatoula 
fatwoman. He would just drink mash 
and mutter something to himself about 
after the next shipment. That Ida 
Mae would be on the return leg out of 
taine) Ceter ti 

MiGs ada inst etne law ro pmurt 
sentient creatures!” he said 
mincingly through gritted teeth. 

YOu tt Wervying elo =sCcrew her then! 7; 
she yelled back. 

He threatened Ida that he would 
tehirabout ner teorturing elo-the next 
tanker crew and she would be held 
liable. But then Ida Mae would 
commence a crying and promise not to 
do any more harm to the “damned 
thawac $4 

Mitts Justmarlobot!” nessaid rebut 
she knew better. 

Prof Werner came through with a 
big discoveny forUnder “a certain 
glowing cavern lay a strata of rich 
Trondium. Now he was gleeful. He 
could take Kendra and quit the 
pigwoman and leave her on Rodi! In 
his heart he had really fallen in 
love with the Kendra. 

He would stay up and read the 
Gtascicsltoenensinearlvile; ‘Spenser, 
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Yeats, Tennyson, Rimbaud. She smiled 
at him. Her gorgeous body was draped 
about the dingy cot. This made him 
go crazy with excitement. Her skin 
was so smooth and tanned. From the 
synthetic perfection of every square 
inch of her she was the antithesis of 
CErorn 

Ida Mae bitched. She threatened 
to kill the android and poison the 
Professor. She would take them both 
down the dirt road by the purple and 
blue swamp pits. That’s where the 
screaming lizards lay low, waiting to 
eat albino mud-gerbils. 

What was it that Professor 
Werner, the smartest man Parsexxon 
had working for them, was whispering 
Nightlvein eharestren = onecrac. 
synthoplasty? Ida mulled this over. 

She was a Lolita who sizzled like 
Lana Turner and was more beauteous 
than Ava Gardner. Was she the same 
that paranoid Ida Mae had called a 
skinny, trashy, Malibu Barbie? 

What the hell was a barbie 
anyway? 

The shipment finally came in. The 
two-mile long freighter squatted ina 
muddy, green field. The crew seemed 
scared from the sound of the 
screaming of the lizards. 

“Oh, they are way away from 
here. You're safe”, Werner chuckled 
to one of the men. 

The, guys brought gover athe wisua i 
provisions and victuals. More 
staples for the larder in the corner 
pocket of nowhere. 
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Bows Ver odoInge: mail dalvas The 
crewman laughed loudly. 

She just gave the man a mean 
Looe 

Ida Mae saw a glint in the 
professor’s eye as the men climbed 
back into the tanker. 

“What are they joking about 

now?”, She wondered. 

He had forgotten about his 
promise to send Kendra home. 

The next few nights were pieced 
together by the sector Cujones. Well 
there weren’t any police in that 
sector but they came around when 
communications ceased for three 
months in a row. 

Ida Mae’s ripe carcass was found 
insenewpidientar pits, sThe Jizards 
had fed on the body. She had taken 
an overdose of some really potent 
tranquilizers that Professor Werner 
had left over. They tried to figure 
out what happened. 

Ida Mae had found out one day 
that there was something peculiar in 
that last shipment besides lunch meat 
and chili. Something besides pork, 
plastic«chicken® and toidet paper. 

There was a small empty metal 
box, about a foot long and wide. 
Taped to it were a folded set of 
instructions: 

“GENITAL 
IMPLANT 
ie be sure cto turn, OLf plexus 
before inserting and melding. 
DoeeluSse le Gespot cn ip wand sclitoral 
swabs before connecting tubes 
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and relays. 

3) Test model for lubrication 
and functionality, hygiene, bodily 
flurdkoutstaken.3 

Further down some wise guy had 
scribbled: 

“92 ) ‘Haveca,good times. fic 

Ida Mae had found out. Sh 
found "out “alright. = sProfessor werner 
and Kendra must have been making love 
in the green sod outside the shacks. 

Ida Mae had gotten really drunk 
again and had taken some diet pills, 
called “Venus Turnarounds”. 

She snuck out and gleefully ran 
the skinny intoxicated man over with 
the small oregrinding trakky. He 
probably lay there mangled in the 
green mud. The Kendra probably 
managed to escape. 

But nov forolong. | ida .Maesround 
her in the glowing caves, weeping. 
She brought her back and restrained 
her with rope. She gouged her, 
manipulated her pain circuits. She 
instigated the equivalent of lesions, 
tumors and migraines. For extra 
measure she had turned off her higher 
functions most of the time so when 
she ‘booted the androideitefelt spam 
intensely. For days she force-fed the 
helpless thing like Ida thought she 
could fatten Her 1p like hersele, 

It was a cruel twist for the 
meta=plastysbitssof burned and 
tortured torso. A beauteous plexus 
Kendra Model was nothing more than a 
side of synthetic luncheon meat. She 
was unrecognizable after Ida 
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methodically turned her sensory 
GITeCuULes™upelull tile. cCRxtra 
amplitude signal and feedback. 

Kendra in the final hours experienced 
100 times the pain of what one death 
could do. The Kendra that launched a 
thousand cruisers, so the companies 
Said in advertisements, would die a 
thousand deaths. 

Ida thought she saw Kendra smile 
and "herzgand-put nersvotce chrp ins “I 
love you Professor Werner.” 

Ida hit her again. 

“Lerove=vou, Lda Mae. i.” . 

Kendra finally died. 

That huge vein of Trondium lay 
undiscovered, "worth trillions: 

Before Ida Mae jumped in the 
blue and purple swamp with a bottle 
of ten high and thirty five E-Z- 
snooze tabs, she thought one last 
time of Ponchatoula. 

The little moon remained a death 
pit below the looming monster planet. 
Tiresius’s stripes were such that the 
tanker pilots would hallucinate on 
them. Such brilliant moving myriad 
colors. Parsexxon stopped making the 
extra leq*out of that-area. Rodi 
continued to*blight space under “the 
face Of Tiresius, a larger -planet 
than most that could be found in that 
area. 


44 


HEADLOCK 


Sinbad Brittle knew he had 
compromised himself again when he 
took the razor blade from his trunks. 
In the Blassie Wrestling Association, 
of the tri-state area, once he hit 
the ringpost he had to slash his 
forehead in synchronization with 
falling to the concrete Freddome 
floor as rehearsed as the crowd 
buzzed. He knew the crowd would get 
wilder at the sight of blood. 

This was what he really loathed 
because he served in Viet Nam 
fighting in hand-to-hand combat with 
Viet Cong and now he was faking his 
way to his latest paycheck. Ever 
since being discovered by Slats “the 
Brain” Buchinski he lost count of how 
many falls he had to take, but at 
least tonight he was not going to 
take one. This time he would be the 
winner. 

In Tromaville, New Jersey, the 
newest scientific installation branch 
of the Jet Propulsion Laboratory was 
being swept by Melvin Torgl. As he 
wandered by the main data monitor of 
the Cray supercomputer he was 
thinking about the winning numbers 
that he would put’ on his. lottery 
ticket. It just so happened’ by 
incredulous circumstances that by 
punching the eleven numbers that 
would make up his Pic Six ticket a 
great flux of activityein ier Van 
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AllTenvBelts surrounding Earth 
convoluteminto a torce thatehit the 
Freddome at the exact spot where 
Sinbad Brittle was covering his 
opponent, Mr. Ncognito dissolving him 
into hyperspace. 

As Sinbad hurtled through 
vectorless vortices of unplumbed 
galactic space he remained 
unconscious yet unharmed. He was 
travelling to one specific edge of 
the Andromeda Galaxy at a speed ten 
times greater than light. It was one 
of the most incredible flukes of 
scientific inexactitude in the 
history of the vs" 

When he hit the dirt floor he 
didn’t receive anything but a small 
knot on the head. He did not know 
that he was 70 sextillion miles from 
earth. Suddenly a crustacean 20 feet 
long had his head, arms and legs 
locked up simultaneously. So he did 
what he knew best, he attempted to 
kick out but he could not move his 
legs. He thought he was still 
wrestling Mr. Ncognito but sensed 
something major and different was 
wrong. He looked into the audience, 
and saw non-human forms of a thousand 
worlds =In’moving his» head slightly 
he discovered the main veins on the 
crab-creature’s body. If he could 
move a few centimeters he could get 
léverage to bite@into it. There. 

The crowd roared in a vengeful 

bloodlust unlike anything he had 
heard on his home planet. He put 
forthra mignty struggle and after 
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agonizing seconds which seemed like 
an eternity he succeeded. Fifteen 
seconds after the bite the crab 
creature fell dead, due to an alien 
earth virus unknown to the creature. 
The act made him realize that he was 
far from the Freddome in the tristate 
area, but in real combat. He loved 
att 

Suddenly a gilled spindly 
creature hobbled on its hind legs 
into the center of the ring and 
announced through the Universal 
Translator to3e quadril lionyditlerent 
species of galactavision spectators 
that due: to the surprise 
teleportation of an obviously 
talented telepathic wrestler, he has 
been deemed the King of the Known 
Universe and granted riches and 
empires. 

At this time Melvyn Torgl had 
decided that the Pic Six numbers he 
thought of earlier, were not any 
good, and he returned to the console 
and hit “ERASE.” He would be in big 
trouble if the authorities knew he 
was fooling around with the computer. 
Unfortunately this was bad luck to 
Sinbad Brittle as he was about to be 
coronated KING OF A THOUSAND PLANETS. 
He was instantly returned to the 
Freddome Ring where Mr. Ncognito 
reversed his cover and obtained the 
three’ count. The Kinggofetren 
Thousand Galaxies can’t even win ina 
rehearsed match, but as blood poured 
onto his forehead from the razor cuts 
he was smiling and probably the 


happiest loser in this league. 
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AN OFF-WORLD TRAGEDY 


published in ULTIMATE UNKNOWN in mid 
1996 


by 
Wi, It. Ik@icial 


A zillion-trillion mega-units 
from Earth, there was a barren pocket 
of life in the pentultimate vacuum; 
this was a small remoteness amongst 
the infinite palette of stars. A 
thick, lonely world silhouetted 
against black pitch, it dangled 
effortlessly like a cat’s eye marble 
rolled from nowhere. This was a 
scintilla of a silent universe where 
many places somewhere else masses 
collided and unutterable voids 
expanded continuously. A massive 
hull made up of bubbles of pods 
glinted dully off the faraway, 
bulging,+~ redadsuns > “The. two-thousand 
Km ship crawled like a slug above the 
brown planet, skimming along the 
fringe of the atmosphere in a loopy, 
oblong orbite This ‘enduxving Hulkeot 
dull metal was an unnatural thing of 
mute beauty. It was just a sliver of 
man’s questing. It was a galactic 
proportion of ‘avthing;, chist@fireigqhtcer 
ship. 

In utter remoteness) si, thus 
Demon’s Conclave of space, the grey, 
marauding freighter bulged with hard- 
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packed, nasty, radioactive sludge. 
Also inside the huge, metal 
magnificence, there were tiny dots 
that were men. These men inside its 
belly seemed to want to go away from 
this bad place but they would not yet 
escape orbit. By scale the men 
dwindled to ‘mere specks next to their 
ship. 

“I've got to make the ship check 
Out “alie tne fusion couplings ofthe 
reactors on the stern. It has zeroed 
in and thinks the problem is centered 
on secondary reactor 2-B,” Captain 
Stone said to Shorty before he 
stepped into the makeshift, mobile 
pod. Shorty nodded as if he knew 
what the captain was talking about. 

“Tell Tool-room to recheck the 


space-calcs at least ten times,” the 
captain added. “For when we do take 
OLtes 


Shorty nodded. 

"NOwLguor Now, SHOLTLy. . That’ s 
aeelawele Me stUSce DULL Ing, down. ” 

"Suteolr is) YOussald.” 

218@don’ tycare.- This, problem 
came up. When we fix it and take 
Offs then you’ Can drink.” 

PON. onorty salrdepaintully. 

“Ok, Shorty?” the Captain asked. 


“Aye, sir.” 
Somehow, Shorty feigned a smile, 
ae tootiness* grin: The 


Captain stepped into a pod and it 
lurched. It began the long slide on 
tracks to the butt-end of the monster 
ship. Shorty feebly waved a stubby 
hand at the departing pod. 
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Shorty felt like one hell of <a 
damned man. All he wanted was liquor 
in squeeze-bags! How come the 
Captain was such a hot-shot all- 
around guy? Military record best 
everywhere. The guy was something, 
the best Parsexxon had. But he was 
always trying to educate everybody 
about stuff. €@UlMtUre-e Wino cared 
about that? Give me aliens matin’ 
theirseilves silly!) That so widtescal 
men liked. And now he is sayin’ no 
liquor, -Uh-uhls sRapoett a Shorry 
could give a tall crud about tellin’ 
Tool-room to recheck the space-calcs! 
Shorty walked back to another, much 
larger pod, living quarters, balking 
the entire way. 


Captain Stone was a man who 
liked to nap while Mozart symphonies 
resounded in whatever pod he happened 
to be in. He was the boss of a two 
thousand kilometer-long ship of 
girders, with clusters of pods and 
fusion reactors. Snoozing was what 
the Captain liked, to be left alone 
just.once in a-goodiwhile.. ~Thespod 
was quickly sliding along tracks the 
entire length of) theyship: o.Ituwoula 
be at the stern in a-few hours: «eA 
few kilometers later the Captain 
would be far away from the other nine 
of the crew. 

The pod was barren. On the 
swallow cot the prone captain 
casually read where he left off of a 
dogeared copy of Moby Dick. He loved 
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his literature as well as his music. 
The pod blinked on his command and 
began bathing him and the walls with 
a soothing melt of hypnotic illusion. 
ThepMezartescundsipixilatted. Stone 
knew that he was truly alone, 
enjoying the vastness. He felt he 
WasSta gqoodseCaptain; fair’ to alle” He 
believed in the company, Parsexxon. 
Because of his hitch with them, he 
had seen things no ordinary man had 
ever seen. Clusters and Dusters. 
Glimpses of inordinate nothingness— 
everything that swallowed tiny men in 
Hitter, = bilack* pitch 

His eyes slowly closed with 
fatigue. The pod rumbled along a 
hard track of metal. The walls 
melted in deep, ululating blue liquid 
fog-foam, gushing and crashing in 


scudded rapture. He was in 
relative peace ina tiny dot of the 
freighter. 


It was the granddaddy of them 
all, the Flying Fortress of the 
Cosmos. Parsexxon had a whole fleet 
of tankers, but this was the 
£flagship2* it had*clippedsalong’ an 
ocean of nothing at two hundred kilos 
per second for five months. Three 
months ago they received a sparse 
telemetric mail byte from the head 
office that they had to stop by this 
little planet and top off their load. 
The captain had to slam on the 
aerobrakes till they got down to four 
kilometers a second. Their job was 
to criss-cross space scooping up 
ki otonsroty radioactave® stuffivso 
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people’s condo-domes got heated. So 
they had squatted above this plump, 

ore-rich planet for two months in a 

geosynchronous orbit. 


Three days ago the main crew had 
finished superheating the Trondium. 
What a mess it was, too. Hose and 
Simmons and the other jokers had 
parked their Busyboy forklifts into 
place in their bays and shut the 
eighteen cargo doors on the slop 
ingide, tha ss monstrosit vwedrea. ship. 
The seven Busyboy operators were 
space-crazy from their jockeying 
around the blobs of raw, orange gunk 
until packingédt intovtheswarious 
bays.in thesmiddie: of. theasship. Bat 
took a lot of concentration and there 
was a heck of a lot of Trondium shot 
up to them. Partying was about all 
they wanted to do after that lousy 
job, hitched to this God-forsaken 
desert planet the crew had just 
pillaged. No partying now as they 
waited to hear from Captain Stone. 
They would already be on their way if 
Lis wasnttewtorw this) bo tkiescha fu 
Some dumb reactor bombing out. 

These seven grunts were about 
three hundred kilometers further 
along the ship in general quarters 
pods. Hose, the head honcho and the 
other Busyboy grunt were practically 
having the, DT’s, 

“I’m tellin you, Simmons. I was 
told I.could have’ my. diquor,spronta! 
Right after we did our part.” 
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VYeah" solmmonsmarecortedas pHis 
bushy red beard hid most of his ratty 
face. “We got the Trondium crud in 
the®buttosacksof thesship! sate hell 
with that Captain!” 

They looked over at Alberto, 
messing with an android torso built 
into the wall to relieve the crew. 
The door to the dirty stall had long 
Since broken off its hinges. But who 
wanted the hassle of fixing it? 
Alberto was yeehawing while he was 
saddled. 

"AlLberLo Us nuts, Fsinmmons told 
Hose. “Hell, I’m next. Just make 
sure they change the rubber gasket on 
phatsthing:< 

“Shee-man,” Simmons continued. 
ETthatnistelerpunk Shorty cellin’~ us 
the order ‘bout the whiskey. I hate 
thats Ticere punky 

“I’m gonna pop me a squeeze bag 
right here and now! T’hell wid some 
fusion reactor!” 

*Comeson, bDUuUSteitecopenn.ol” 
Booch. 

Simmons tossed tube-o-bourbons 
all around to the men, the metal ice 
cubes rattling as he tossed them to 
eachworurne six men, including 
Alberto, now done. 

The party began, the seven 
grunts raising hell against Captain 
Stone’s orders. These seven brutes, 
working the magnetic cannons and 
mobile Busyboys that rounded up the 
trondium crude, were all tough men 
who hated their jobs but now they 
could party. The last of the trondium 
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was stoked in all the bays of the 
ship. All they knew was that they 
were about to head home. 


Shorty and Toolroom were now by 
themselves, without Old Man Stone. 
They sat far away from their boss, in 
a large cluster of pods on the far 
bow of the ship. Toolroom swore up 
and down and back again that next 
time he would bring the wife and 
kids; they could stay in their own 
pod. That would be ten times better 
than him missing them sorely. 
Especially little Jan. Boy, he 
adored the kids. 

Shorty didn’t have much family. 
Even if he did, they probably 
wouldn’t claim him anyway. Shorty was 
a sawed-off runt that really didn’t 
care to take orders. He always 
muttered and cursed about Captain 
Stone. “That gung-ho sum gun,” he 
would stammer. 

“I wish I had me a woman” Shorty 
announced. 

“No human would want your fat 
butt,7,Toolroom offered’ cutsethe 
corner of his mouth. “Maybe you could 
get yourself seconds on a stringy 
alien.” 

“Y¥Gah, .thanksve57oulGOTeat wate. 
Psain  teeot nobodves 

Tool-room eased up on his little 


Prtend ie lowas. 7st ok1ddind. uaNows 
you don’t talk like that when we are 
holed up on some resort planet. All 


those alien women! You get around 
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pretty good there, you gotta admit. 
One on each arm!” 

“Yeah, when I got some money on 
me,” Shorty said, feeling somewhat 
better. 

“And you were about to marry 
that little Earth gal, you know. 

What was her name?” 

“I don’t want to remember her.” 

“Well, I know how lonely it gets 
on the road. We keep each other 
company pretty good, don’t we?” Tool- 
room reassured him. 

BYean OU tEyOU SUubesain’ t no 
woman!” Shorty cackled. 

[Mam VIRtelie vou. bidosmiss my 
wife!” Tool-room admitted. 

“You know, my stomach’s rumbling 
Somethin’ awful)” Shorty, Said. 

“Youthungry 7” 

“Does the pope wear a tall hat?” 
They went into the dining pod. Each 
cluster of living-space pods had its 
own automated galley and servile 
helper models, but Shorty and 
Toolroom had the top-of-the-line 
helper. Theobald was a completely 
sentient server robot. And the way 
Shorty taunted it, it was probably on 
thezvergqeoot itésrown *sortrof nervous 
breakdown. 

Shorty turned to Theobald. 

“Hey! You ignor-amus of a 
machine. Cook up something decent, 
why doncha?” Theobald immediately 
began talking to the galley in 
electronic code. 

WY Gah rT OOlroomusalda. woOl, 
Toolroom was just laughin’ away. He 
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didn’t have many teeth left either, 
just Tikeroneecy. 

“Supper will be ready in five 
minutes, sirs,” Theobald droned. 

“Good deal, buddy” Shorty 
cracked. 

“Aw, why don’t you leave 
Theobald alone?” he said to Shorty. 
Shorty winked at Johnson. 

“Watch this...) “ohe saide 

“Hey. Hey there. Turn on the 
Spinny Box. I wanna watch some dirty 
movies.” 

Theobald clicked on an implant 
and the wall-sized screen lit up with 
purple aliens writhing in 
pornographic positions. 

“No! I said I don’t wanna see 
nNovdadLYty StuLrl! | lesareotewannassce oa 
frshain’ tshowle 

Theobald started to object. 

Then he changed the spinny channel to 
“Bassmasters of Other Worlds.” On 
the screen a yellow-ocher, fetid, 
gelid thing jumped out of emerald 
waters on an offworld. 

MNOt sh Said Girtyvemovicar 

Toolroom came over and shook one 
of Theobald’s prehensile appendages. 

“Ttisthokay. LHe’ Ssequst. mecsrr: 
with your head. You got a head just 
like: us, doncha?” 

Theobald nodded. 

“That Ssemui1ghe." “Don ti pay any 
attenttenstoushora 

Toolroom walked over to Shorty’s 
large swallow-chair. Shorty looked 
Up sat hams 

“You'd better check those space- 


57 


calcs for Captain Stone. We’re gonna 
besheadin’ home ssoon ,,"sseShortyssaid. 

peal eyecalmamit.’ s cqonnasbesa 
tough one findin’ that sweet spot 
Getlins Ussc0l ese lusteright.” 

BShi EA boy. Wal you hada 
flashlight and two hands you couldn’t 
find your own arse.” 

“Yeah, yeah.” 


Theobald wheeled over and 
brought his masters their hot meals. 
Today they were having sort-of beef 
stew with boiled potatoes. “It’s too 
hott she-1tt* said Shorty. Theobald 
desperately wanted to please Mr. 
Hawkins but never seemed able to do 
it. This made Theobald confused, 
because his software was sensitive to 
human emotion and reaction. Theobald 
was smart but was only a pleasure- 
service model. He wasn’t involved in 
ne Shiprs important erunctions. --But 
he sure was quite the dutiful one. 

Shorty was shifting something 
around between his legs as if to 
conceal it; Shorty finished his 
second Bourbon Highball bag and 
tossed it. He was quite successful 
SOstareaDourentd1ngaltetromelool— 
room. They had been working fifteen 
BouEseOonM andeninertnours off -forsthe 
lasteatwoemonkhs: sfiringethat Trondium 
rock up from the surface below, 
POuUndi nm UnUD sande Loreing tG.into 
bhesbellyveobeathesship.. Shorty felt 
like he deserved gettin’ drunk; the 
held ewithtolrdsmanestone..)Toolroom’s 
wife wouldn’t even let him drink 
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anymore. And Tool-room says his 
stomach wonwee bake to. sues 

The metal ice cubes rattled ina 
new bag full of liquor and syrupy 
solution and Tool-room looked 
suddenly at Shorty, eying the 
squeeze-bag. 

Tool-room yelled, “You know what 
the: Captainesaid! 7) 0Grap-—can thar 
hootchiz 

“No! I don’t give a rip what 
oldsman Stone’ said!) Tocan'e) go chic 
far without, the good sturrc! 

“Tm tellin’ you Now so youvaiil. & 
gonna be doin’ that!” 

“Aw, come on, High-Pockets! 
Don’t be like that now!” 

Shorty tossed, the bageg ur 7 sis 
ditch: ©” Done cr tell now. bp) eapas.= 

‘Weliomwall the. . hat S.DeLCer 

“Y OULD COn | dak gDLoUSsaa tt sane red. 
stink now, pal. I’m the one who got 
you on, you know! I guess I gotta 
watcher out for, youes- Toot -room, Saicd. 
They had a strange but quite 
compatible relationship. In deep 
space that happens. 

To change the subject, Shorty 
started in on the crobor: 

“Theobald! Where’s my dessert? 
Ain'*tyyou told: thesgalleyato.tax7 7c 
up yet? What kinda servant model are 
you, anyhow?” Shorty laughed. 

“Come’.on, now! Hews just a 
helpless machine!” Tool-room found 
himself saying. 

Later, Toolroam tooklavsteam 
Shower. Washing all the space dust 
and Trondium off, Shorty reckoned. I 
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wonder how the Captain’s doing? I 
suregameg lad sLsainy’ tugottamlookrat 
that hardbutt sumgun for a while. He 
could almost smell the ship’s belly 
ful .on gunk, that ehey, had sjjust 
finished piling into the bays. He 
imagined there was enough gunk inside 
this ship to spackle the craters on 
any pimply moon as smooth as a 
starbabyise butt, 2gOrtenough«tompiug 
up every little black hole there is. 
Tigwas, toullgasha tick, Lee was. 
Bulging like a fat lady in a satin 
Skarie 


J2RNnoOUrS Tater. 2) 


VCOMe sites LOOL-rOOMES. «6 Came. 
on the voice-comp. It was the 
Capeadiits at erie myneading rhackatouthe 
bow now...I should be there in a day. 
She’s all set...I replaced some dazis 
and the coupling. So, get her ready 
to go...We’re heading home.” 

SAvVeuasicy “ethesiankyiman, said. 

The space calcs had been checked 
one more time after dinner. She 
would fire once he took the safety 
off line. From the helm monitors 
Tool-room marked that the secondary 
fislongreaelLerenadelunction, totally 
regained. He could sit back and 
sleep some more. Shorty was still 
sleeping, he reckoned. Lazy bum. 
There was an old sit-com on the 
spinny across the pod. 

Shorty came in and looked at the 
Spinny. He yawned at Tool-room with 
a toothless yawp of a mouth. 
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Ignoring Tool-room, he yelled at the 
robots 

“Change it to something else, 
Theobald! For Chrissakes!” 

“Come on now? Shorty!<. ou ‘re 
upsetting him again!” Tool-room said. 
Tool-room tried to protect the 
robot’s feelings because he knew the 
thing had them. Shorty could be 
mean, especially when he couldn’t 
drink like he wanted to. 


Stone was on the back end of the 
ship in his pod heading towards the 
bow. He knew the ship was ready to 
go. They were leaving orbit with 
Tool-room at the helm two-thousand 
miles in front. Captain Stone’ hadn’t 
slept more than a few hours per day, 
so now he was taking another nap. He 
just managed to fall asleep, to 
Mozart. The pod hummed along the 
Side of the ship at a brisk pace, 
going £Last’ for the bow: 


Tool-room woke up suddenly out 
of a lapse of sleep to get a wink at 
the monitor. The ship had lurched 
into escape orbit, just at the 
precise second the computer brought 
the command out of the scheduler. 
Tool-room stared at the monitor, 
barely able to see. He looked ahead 
out the bay window and saw the moon 
that was not supposed to be there, 
coming at him fast. He blinked once, 
twice, not believing. He stared back 
at the screen and realized he had 
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miscalculated. He started to shake 
hysterically. Shorty was sprawled 
out on the back swallow-cot. Tool- 
PoomiLantweallvagqobmon the voLlce= 
comp. 

,Captain!  eCaptarnesStonels..Wwe!re 
aboutatoucrash!] 

“What’s happening over 

there?” the captain yelled. 

“Somthin’s screwed up with the 
space-calicsi!Glithoughtel hadwat 
right! You gotta tell everybody! We 
gotta get out of here!” 

Oh Hell, the captain thought as 
he pulled down the bright red lever. 

“ABANDON SHIP! ALL HANDS ON 
DECK, ABANDON SHIP! ABANDON SHIP!” 


Oh God, Tool-room thought. He 
looked frantically at the course on 
the feely tracker. “I knew he would 
screw it up one day,” he thought, 
remembering how he practically conned 
his way into his last promotion. 
Shorty began to see something like 
his own death in front of himself. 
“Shorty! Wake up you fat-arse! We 
gotta get out of here!” 


Theobald heard the captain 
yelling over the voice-comp to 
everyone. Something was very wrong. 
Somethingsaboute decrash.eals»it. Black 
Box time? Theobald didn’t exactly 
understand why Mr. Tool-room was 
yelling so frantically. Theobald was 
not connected with the ship’s 
guidance mainframes. So whatever was 
going on, he could only find out by 
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listening to the explosive shouting 
match between Shorty, Toolroom, and 
the Captain who was apparently on the 
Sterne 

Toolroom began to activate the 
stocked life-boat pod. Shorty began 
jamming data cartridges of compressed 
information into Theobald’s storage 
unit. Theobald always knew he was the 
black box. It knew it was designed to 
jettison in the event of any disaster 
OL the tones 

“Ok, Theobald, get your metallic 
butt in thistescape pad. “Cfoolroom 
ordered. “See you later.” 

“Yessir, Mr. Toolroom,” Theobald 
chimed. 

YIntor this one Shorty. Movesac:~ 

Theobald’s pod dropped from the 
ship. Shorty and Mr. Toolroom will be 
with me, later. We will all be 
together in a few moments, thought 
Theobald, comforting itself as his 
little pod shook and careened. 


The captain ignored Shorty’s 
incoherent screams as he tried to 
think for a second. It would be 
awhile before he would be stomped 
into a shadow, but Shorty and 
Toolroom were just about to get it. 
Stone went straight down the 
emergency Jlistebut’ he realized 1t was 
too late. 


The immense crash came to the 
bow as the ship hit the craggy moon 
above Theobald’s view. Blinding 
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White light, an immense pressure 
force, molten metal flying. All in 
complete utter silence, no 
€arsplitting crescéndo; not even an 
echo. Theobald wondered if Shorty 
made it. In a few minutes he would be 
on the surface of the planet. 


The noise of the crash finally 
reached Stone. A ferocious agony of 
noise; Stone felt like he was in the 
middle of a supernova. 

“Shorty!” he yelled on the 
voice-comp. Shorty and Toolroom 
were already gone. The ship was 
ol lapsing -1nwoneeselt,. iso ne 
turned up the symphony to hear the 
Allegro movement. 

SCp LeanegOIngnulo Arevinea 12 7h 
region off the shore of Demon’s 
Ganeclave. VL’ lixzgotdown with her. 
CGangevoet aco ansnubtle,poadye Thistpod 
certainly can’t go anywhere. Well, I 
had just had the pleasure of watching 
us fishtail into the backside of the 
solo, moonlcirciingekKerschel 237431. 
hieererc wkindsofwiikevatcueslick 
Reel nomonrewelgitioall, andam just 
scratched and lost the game. 

We smashed it into pieces 
ainigna,, There 1sn76 a moons” Looks 
like a new asteroid belt. 

Stonecerttgucea out. chat Tool-=room 
must have been off by five seconds 
when they came around her. Teol- 
room had never made any mistakes 
before. God save him. Stone was 
going to be vapor in a few minutes. 

He told me he had the 
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aerobraking stats for this pregnant 
guppy. They were always able to 
calculate the correct position 
before. 

He was alone with vapors of dead 
men now. 

The ship was collapsing toward 
himprttol ding in’ on teselt.© He 
figured he had about an hour of life 
left. The blazing twin suns below 
the ship couldn’t care less about 
him, he thought. He looked at the 
sludge rain down on Kerschel 23.431. 

At first, when the spotter ships 
landed on Kershel 23.431, they 
thought the people were primitive. 
That’s what he had heard, anyway; the 
scuttlebutt. 

He never could see the tail end 
of the massive structure. He never 
Saw more than a few kilometers of it. 
The=end of Lt just kind of. yanished 
into a point, like it wasn’t even 
there. And now it wasn’t there. 

Atomized dust and moon fragments 
Swirling around the bayhole were 
already becoming a huge ring. And 
this stuff he was carrying...how much 
stuff would you think we can hold in 
this damned thing? We’re dumping 
orange death down on people. Lots of 
people. I am about to have a drink. 

The; ship was stall] collapsing 
but the noise was subsiding. He knew 
he didn't have much time to, live. 

He sucked.a tube Oo escotcen. 

Those people down there probably 
believed in their gods, and they will 
wonder why the God’s, Zeus or 
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something, are destroying them! 

He never could imagine Shorty 
Hawkins or stringbean Toolroom 
Johnson as gods. Those boiler room 
bums. But they were gods, come to 
think of it. Gods create and Gods 
destroy; wi LIPWAS; WRILRIENZawi ll abe on 
their holy tablets. A tanker like 
this holds a massive load of 
Trondium-26. A super-radioactive 
siludgemthatwukitiseslow, eats from the 
inside out, melts guts. 

He could feel every single 
barbarian dying way down there, each 
and every one. He had another drink. 
But he felt worse about his crew and 
to some extent, their robot Theobald. 
They had death easy. Went in the 
blink of an eye. All they were ever 
good, for, was playing, ping pong or 
watching old-time sitcoms on the 
spinny box. And Shorty loved to mess 
with Theobald’s head. 

Yes, this was the worst of the 
worst. He never did trust Tool- 
room’s math. Maybe he and Shorty 
were drinking, although the Captain 
then remembered that Tool-room gave 
ie wh eye, 

TieeWastioteal, taulc,. 1m celging 
Voulmwhy Gian’ t Parsexxon let us use 
the old shipping lanes? We wouldn’t 
have come anywhere near any damned 
populated systems! But no, we’ve got 
to swing around and rape another 
planet. Oh, we raped it alright. 

He could see the end of the 
ship. He snipped open another Tube- 
o’-scotch. Have you ever seen sludge 
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kill people because of a little thing 
called gravity? I have dipped the 
planet in 30-weight trawler oil. 
That’s what it looks like to a dead 
man. 

The length of the ship had taken 
this long to bend and twist to him. 
His eardrums felt like they were 
popping from the screaming metal 
Gauitdrone 

We are killing a good forty 
million people. We will live in 
infamy. Well, I don’t even have time 
to pop another tube o’ scotch and I 
can’t go out for any ice, except in 
the hereafter. In a few seconds I 
won’t feel a thing. I am signing off 
now. The crash is coming closer. We 
are only about five kilometers long 
now. Ul tiltesay a ticelespraever: 

Parsexxon will go on. They will 
promise that this will never happen 
again. They’re sitting on a whole 
empire of credits. Those bigshots 
won’t feel guilty. They don’t pay 
insurance on savages. 

The shattering din crescendoed. 
He “took? oneslacuylockratha photo ot 
his wife and kids. He began to sob 
and stared out the thirty meter 
bayhole. 

He murmured, “Now Jenny, you 
take care of little Jimmy and Molly. 
Tujustewant *to.telliveu that [love 
y—" 


The Black Box pod droppedsout of 
space, through a sick-green sky and 
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landed with a big splat in Trondium 
mud. Theobald rolled out of the tiny 
ship that had just missed a mountain 
range and had landed on piedmont. It 
Saw with sensors, the sheets of 
Trondium clay sludge falling from the 
sky. It was raining radioactive mud. 
It saw primitive people. They were 
suffering in the raining slush. They 
came towards Theobald, crying, 
yelling, shrieking. Raising their 
bloody arms, they named Theobald 
their Holy Father from the sky. 

“Gee, they must think I’m their 
God!” Theobald mused, his sensitivity 
circuits blown. He motioned to them, 
with an appendage, to rise from their 
kneeling positions on the now-muddy 
desert ground. 


68 


SHOPLIFTER IN THE CROWD 


Well, last year when we went to 
the regional Science Fiction 
Convention of Iowa, DeadCon, we 
almost™gqotechnrownl in wjal. e.omaiet 
being able “to "pay "crf tours acuer 
largethotel bitt., EuL tots vearoe ver 
beats that for sheer tragedy, and I 
will*tel beyoutwhy -@ Lt tstareed siake 
Chase 

We got there, parked, and 
registered. They gave us movie 
buttons from Attack of the Sphincters 
and Sebaceous Apeshit Pimples, which 
was nice; even the registration fee 
was not any higher than last year. 

We started looking through the 
dealer’s rooms on the second floor, 
when I spotted a guy in a costume, I 
just thought he was a Doctor Who guy 
who liked to show off. But he was at 
least seven and a half feet tall, and 
stunk like boiled boar urine. I just 
bought “Avengers 101” written by 
Harlan Ellison when I saw him steal a 
fake Phaser from some poor fat lady’s 
Star eTrek table. wl Tdidn pt teay 
anything to anybody, he just hid it 
in his robe: everyone was staying 
away from the guy because he made 
your basic Iranian smell as pure as 
the driven slush. 

Anyway, I forgot about it; those 
dealers deserved to get ripped off 
with some of their prices. We caught 
a movie on level floor 4, a little 
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known film by Sergio Pyle called I 
Married a Star Eunuch. I smelt that 
distinctive rotting odor of century 
old chewing gum, and sure enough, our 
hooded friend was there, sitting 
behind us, blocking the view of those 
behind shim secmethoughit. Lo had gotten a 
glimpse of flesh through the hooded 
mask, and that’s when I became 
suspicious. 

We began following him around, 
he went to the dealer’s room back on 
the second floor, and we saw him 
steal a Hundred Sided Gaming die. I 
Sti bledicn tecavyeanyching, my-buddy 
Earl and I just continued to see how 
long this was going to go on before 
hes would get thrown, in jail, I. got 
up close enough to him to read his 
Maneea manual ere Sa LOrwWasie fl. % 
So I figured he was one of those 
Spielberg loonies that OD’d on 
suburban California neighborhoods 
invaded by squatty little aliens that 
doo-dooed in the closet. 

He went to another table and 
tried to rip. oft some_old 
Astoundings, when the fat dealer 
piped up and grabbed his hand. 

“What do you think you’re doing 
there, buddy? I have been watching 
VOUMmEr ay OURGON EC GctsOUL OL Dere 
DemMegoltnigalo Ca.) the ,copc.. 

The tall robed figure just stood 
there o1dn 4c say anything. Stinking 
like hell. 

The dealer went on, all four 
hundred pounds of him. 

“Alright, come on, I’m arresting 


He called the security guard 
over, and they tried to put the cuffs 
on him. That was when everyone who 
witnessed the event knew this guy 
wasn’t your average convention 
pickpocket. 

When they put the cuffs around 
him, ready ‘to “snap. them shut ne 
teleported himself to the other side 
of the room, «= Thatk® was ‘Ear our. 
That’s why he was on floor 16 when we 
just saw him on floor 4. He was an 
alien! 

He pulled out the phaser anda 
strong electron beam of light hit the 
dealer’s table. The table, books and 
all, Star Trek scripts.anda fanzines 
just disappeared like that. He fled 
the building and walked out to the 
parking lot, and we and everybody 
else couldn’t keep up with him, for 
he was striding around like a horse, 
his legs were built for roving rough 
terrain on some planet God knows 
where. I got a glimpse of him 
though: he looked like a large plant, 
with fibrous skin like a green 
pepper. The fans were so shocked to 
see a real alien that most had to be 
taken to the hospital from shock 
exposure. Some fans, huh!” Next 
vear, L’m going to bevwont tre tlookouL 
for anyone shoplifting in a black 
robe, masquerading as a Doctor Who 
freak... /For I am a bounty) hunter trom 
Sirius-12, masquerading as a human! 
At least I can transform into human 
form, but don’t. telt@anvbody, oral 


il 
will sell you to the high counsel... 


Jz 


THE PURLOINED LOVECRAFT LETTRE 


Worldcon in the Big Easy down in 
the swamps was a singular event, but 
the shrouded mystery of unearthed 
facts leads me to no suitable 
ratiocination as to the boggling 
series of events as I remember them 
now. It was plain as day, I was in 
the dealer’s room at the Doubletree 
Hotel, scanning the periphery for 
luminaries like Effinger, who hid 
behind a white fedora quietly 
unnoticed. The routine glances at 
the specious items was broken by the 
sight of a particular cellophane- 
wrapped archaic tome that begged 
further indulgence. 

“That’s a genuine Lovecraft 
Letta,” the pendulous dealer 
windpiped in his Brooklynese New 
Orleans yat-gutter talk. “Three 
hundred and fifty dollars.” Now I 
had read and reread every raving 
syllable that H. P. Lovecraft wrote, 
including selected lettres and all 
anthologies, and had always had a 
peculiamducida fascination withthe 
vivid interplay of phraseology, and 
regimen of vocabulary, that the 
writer of the 20’s and 30’s enforced 
in epistolary and narrative 
endeavors. And yet I was holding a 
handwritten epistle to Frank Belknap 
Long written in 1936, it seemed too 
good to be real. I would plunk down 
any amount to acquire: that lettre: but 
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I was a penniless student writer, I 
hardly could do so. I rejoiced in my 
epiphanal moment of spanning that 
breach of time, grasping a package 
upwards in elation, a slight dream 
fultatiedpeawanknwitheeldritch times 
perhaps, if only for a moment. 

“It’s already bought, ohh yeah, ” 
the mongrelized haunchbeast leaned 
forward and pitched. forth. © “Little 
fella, all wrapped up in dark 
material,” between drags on his 
Marlboro. 

TNO, LOonsweill)! tosaidealoud, 
unaware of my own response. The 
dealer laughed as he readjusted his 
torpid frame on the elusively 
creaking metal chair. He turned to 
another dealer, it must have been a 
friend. 

“Remember that guy? Couldn’t 
understand anything he said. Signed 
the money order under some show biz 
type name. What was it?” The other 
dealer smiled. 

“The Mystic Daemon.” 

"Noe. walt. oe 

“The Mystic Daemon.” I lurched 
for a second. My heart was going 
Likemalrabbites “My forensic.ssigns 
were overreacting, senses numbing, a 
daggereof ice piercing ~mystorso. ©The 
Mystic Daemon. My mind wandered and 
I began to lose all sensation of time 
actually. The largeness of the 
dealer’s room, its dimensions 
expanding at sinister angles, 
something not right, the pastel walls 
an ominous burnt-oxide shade of 
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sepia-colored lachyromsea of a less 
easily classified origin. Things 
were not as they were before. 
Spanning of spatial and time gates. 
The Necronomicon. Abdul Azharred, 
the madman. Breaching the chasm of 
generations long lost. The backwash 
of time swelling in eddies of ancient 
smells and night gaunt visitations 
delineated in my forehead about 
bizarre vegetation and fungi. Robert 
E. Howard. lLovecraft’s ongoing quest 
to conquer barbarism with 
Civihpzabion, shistAnglophi bia, sais 
quasi-identification shifting from 
the Thames to the Tiber. 

Astronomists texts, dusty tomes 
unopened since Lovecraft died of 
Bright’s Disturbance at the tail end 
of the Depression era. If only he 
had not reduced himself to eating A&P 
spaghetti, no doubt inducing bad 
digestion, the semblance of 
peritonitis. The pain he endured. 
All points of origi Padtating om om a4 
central figure, Howard Whipple 
Phillips Lovecraft, of Providence; 
Rhode Island, who had been born 
exactly 100 years “ago, a scholar stand 
a gentleman, above all, a most 
engaging and amusing gentleman. The 
heir *to’ Rdger Allan Poe” 

I had to leave the room 
immediately. The dealers looked at 
my countenance and its pale skin 
pallor Gf “iright. sand of Peannot 
remember if I still had*the Jetter 
with me still clutched in my left 
hand as I felt the now ominous 
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dealers’ huckster room. 

I found myself lying on the 
hotelroom bed on the eighth floor, 
overlooking the Vieux Carré, the 
various architectural evidences of 
various eras bygone, some Ionian 
arches, some Spanish plastered 
structures, andsmy mind quietly, 
through auto-suggestion self-induced, 
transformed my thoughts in random 
fashion with no similar connexion on 
any particular sscintillae: 

I retraced the esteemed author’s 
architectural walks and the exact 
locations where he began to notice 
the trailing figure with noticeable 
features having been the stentorian 
breathing, the affected injury and 
subsequent limping. Several of the 
Sightings as in some of the more 
remote Lovecraft journals to which I 
Westiliesiougulariy privyocouch Nad ion 
the semblances of a continuity of the 
possible idea or concept that 
Lovecraft had been frequently in the 
voodoo shrines in the very heart of 
the French Quarter. There were two 
such establishments, one called Marie 
Lebauve’s House of Voodoo, the other 
a similar name but attributable 
unlikely to the noted ladies of 
noverletvyeand Witchcrarttuot*the area: 
Many a person of any strain of race 
or religion, from whatever point of 
origin in this New Orleans area, had 
stern firm assuageness regarding the 
potency and vileness of getting a 
veritable whammy socalled being hexed 
tosthem, thus rendering them oft ill 
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to generally succumb in one way or 
another, the explanation being 
perhaps psychically or 
psychosomatically induced by the 
transferrence of fear and eventual 
causality of said grief. Lovecraft 
seemed to have mentioned to Mr. E. 
Hoffman Price, a true friend and 
scholar, famous in that town in that 
day, in confidence that he was 
“Literally! mortified for my sheer 
livelihood, attributable to no 
discernable maxim or easily explained 
rationale. A feeling of cold, and 
clammy numbness to the two 
hemispheres of the brain and cortex, 
brain fever, high rate of mortality 
the general diagnosis, unexplainable 
in modern medicine. Powders and 
granules of chemicals, nay, even the 
antient alchemists could not solve 
this riddle of the sphans as. pue_ ta 
the test in the sultry Spanish 
alcoves and unfamiliar territory! 

I remembered that Lovecraft had 
visited New Orleans back in 193- and 
having made his decision that Natchez 
would be a heaven of a place to stay 
with its provincial Georgian houses, 
antiquated nobility and overall 
fineness along the lines of 
excellence, that he got immediately 
in touch with E. Hoffman Price, a 
friend of his via the poste anda 
fellow amateur writer. Upon thinking 
about it, when they met at the hotel 
in New Orleans they had a record 18 
hour nonstop gentleman's 
conversation. Howard never wearied 
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throughout, but had mentioned his 
chances of walking amidst the old 
tombstones and raised graveyards, the 
VaGblousiStrains ofearchitecture ‘that 
formed the basis of Creole New 
Orleans. He came back to Hoffman’s 
Side with an uncanny feeling that he 
had been followed throughout his 
daily excursions. A man ina 
swaddled wrap, lineage or nationality 
unknown undetectable through the 
hidden shawl, a noticeable limp and 
Slouch. Howard had thrice walked or 
outwalked his adversary. Whom could 
he possibly know thousands of miles 
away in the Gothic south, especially 
that would make him come to the way 
OfAthinking fthat the person in 
questwvon maigneeincur bodily harm or 
at least disparage his friendly 
visit, surely the only one in the 
South with the exception of Florida’s 
Vrs ttawith ®Bobbyibarlow, inesthe rest 
of his lifetime on this mote globule 
on the periphery of the sleeping 
gawds of eldritch times. I remember 
in some unpublished notes that Howard 
Lovecraft had various marginalia 
Concerning ethisevyisitloreandehis 
menacing presence whenever Lovecraft 
took off on journeys to visit various 
acquaintances he had acquired via the 
poste. Gould’ itebesthat Lovecraft 
had night gaunts as described 
Signet vrovesubclyeingerouesessmall 
unpublished posthumous excerpts? Was 
this fellow an amusing sidelong 
amusement for the benefit of his 
small circle of friends, or was this 
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person, who could very possibly be 
related to this present day clear 
menace of Worldcon, in this very 
hotel, or heaven help us, the very 
same person, stalking through the 
corridors of time unscathed by its 
weariness to the preternatural 
resilience accorded this MYSTIC 
DAEMON? What could the little chum 
want with a Lovecraft lettre? To 
blot out his proof of existence? As 
a curiosity? Was he just another 
fanatic member of the Lovecraft 
adoration society? Is there 
something behind this lurker in the 
shadows whose pretense as a fellow 
architectural admirer riding the very 
coattails of beloved Lovecraft 
through the mossy gates of wrought 
iron on the perimeter of the above- 
ground boneorchards centuries old? 
Certainly it was no coincidence and 
someone of Lovecraft’s keen and agile 
nature could certainly tell through 
scientific methods and resolve the 
fact that he indeed was being 
followed, the reason however 
inexplicable. And here I am, holed 
up in this labyrinth of a downtown 
hotel, gathering small shreds of 
information and reweaving the fabric 
of this grotesque mystery. Perhaps 
it would be better left unsolved. 

Why did not E. Hoffman Price, who had 
only died recently, never raised the 
issue of his astounding conversations 
with Lovecraft in genteel creature 
comforts as they imbibed pots of 
coffee and unearthed the 
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imponderables and intangibles of all 
facets of humanistic endeavors, the 
fields of art, literature, phantasy 
and publishing, that being 
Lovecraft’s main keenly honed ability 
to raise the small monies for his 
little excursions, in the ripeness of 
his calm, quiet existence amongst the 
scholars of his day, dining with Abe 
Merritt, the pulpist at a men’s club 
in New York. Going to lectures by 
Bevreival Towellemin Savklots=loerd 
Dunsany, with whom he didn’t have the 
courage to speak. Assured though 
that if he had it would have been a 
true meeting of fantasists with that 
duality, of fiction interspersed, with 
handmade legends and old negro 
wisdom, the lashing together of facts 
and whimsy, filigree and flash, 
horrific flensed night gaunts as 
graduated from the distilled versions 
Olen ea nor. icen gnhtagaunts, on 
warlous pitdutcmot mancy, whnalst in 
great rest beyond the wall of sleep, 
so to speak. ; 
Thei bul k=otacnvs anformarion 
swam coldly within my mental transom 
and with some effort I tried to 
comprehend the weirdness of the 
Situation as transcribed here now. I 
had done some rather exhaustive 
studies as to the possible 
whereabouts of this Daemon person. 
Tnquisitions, to the upper ups-at’ the 
convention, possible eyewitness 
sightings of the mysterious 
inverloperrot batfling Origin are 
taking me in some general direction. 
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Lovecraft must certainly have 
felt an outsider on these excursions 
unlike his home town of Providence, 
which three times he yearned for a 
safe arrival homeward. In the lettre 
to Frank Belknap Long he rattles on 
mincingly as if in some disturbed 
mood, jolted by some event, perhaps 
the hostility and ever knowing 
presence of the Mystic Daemon, and 
its gnawing effect on him was the 
responsible party to it. It seemed 
that the two voodoo shoppes and 
certain peripheral points along 
Lovecraft’s excursions in the metro 
New Orleans area, the Old Metairie 
Cemetery, the grave of Marie LaVeau 
and other points along the route not 
as obvious, formed a sinister 
pentagram in just-so shape with the 
motel Lovecraft stayed in as the 
epicenter of such supernatural and 
wholly evil skullduggery. Lovecraft 
himself reveals such information in 
the lettre and perhaps the sinister 
daemon is trying sixty years later to 
destroy the only evidence of such a 
mysterious looming paradox. What 
sort-of devilishiplans, could nesor at 
devise, does he intend to reinter 
Marie LaVeau? Does he intend to turn 
old Metairie cemetery into a 
resurrection of Lazarus’ sathrough 
incantations in the NECRONOMICON? 
Through most. of the studious 
application, of -thatetext sanderhe 
Diabolist essays of Crowley, along 
with crossreferences to the 
Kabballah, I have realized that the 
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Daemon’s expeditious efforts may bear 
fruit. The whole of the city would 
literally be under siege from the 
above-ground tombs opening and 
ghoulish rogues rampaging the city, 
indulging in cannibalism, pillaging, 
seourging, toysay the least? “It 
would be Biblical in perspective 
DLOpOrELOnSe ey 1 smustego downstairs 
now and see about convincing anyone 
that these are not the ravings of a 
madman. The daemon must be stopped. 
The lettre is of no mean importance 
compared to the Armageddon that will 
be unleashed, the veritable Judgement 
Day imposed here in the swamps of 
Louisiana, under sea level. 

FINAL NOTE! !!!! I am a doomed 
man. The Daemon, I have found out 
through my varied sources, had me 
underfoot like a hound after a fox, 
and has discovered my plans to thwart 
his Avabobicatvisionary epics cHe 
has put a hex upon me of the 
Strongest vtyper avgris gris spell 
that will soon cause me intense pain, 
eventually succumbing to death. I 
beseech anyone who reads this 
document, endeavor in your best 
epforts to .savessome ofsour cities; 
which will soon be under siege by 
unhuman ghouls reanimated and 
rampaging citywide. The legions will 
be led by this MYSTIC DAEMON, who 
plans on a whole new era, of ELDRITCH 
Elder times once again. The sleeping 
gods are now disturbed from this 
Ducternaturaleactivity, and their 
wrath has already been felt. I feel 
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disturbing pains, the whammy is 
taking effect faster than I figured. 
I am seeing to the other side..that 
face unearthed by the shroud now 
lifted, now 
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One Of Dr. Radner’s 
Patients On Xenobe 


Radner sat up on his haunches 
under the umbrella in the stifling 
broprcssdteargult stream ccoming out 
of a convected pressure center across 
a sweeping bay in the equatorial 
calmness of a G planet called Xenobe. 
It was called that because the 
natives that burgeoned here were all 
a bunch of schizo effective happy-go- 
Wiekves: as va racial) trart, rostered 
and cultivated once not as a 
S@4oippring trate sbUtea surreal Crazy 
bit of paradisio. The twin suns were 
going down. The large red giant 
wanly was sinking on the horizon way 
out there, enlarged by the 
atmospheric skew. Radner saw it as 
an oblate gaseous monster sinking on 
the horizon, pregnant and monstrous 
MOtCeeoOUcHING chescresting Ululatbing 
crashing yellow surf. Like he could 
pop teiwith His straw from his 
Brepical delight, tim his hand: 

Joseph Conrad or somebody said 
menreatyseaeteltta Kinship to,it; 
respect of it like it was the mother 
ofeussal way This wasenotslike the 
Paci ficectwa lily. pthesbacific didn’t 
have angry slimy things, primitive, 
existing for moresthan billions of 
years because they had no need to 
evolve. They were doing just fine. 
They would skim the surface way 
out there, their dorsal sails bobbing 
up and down as they dove up to the 
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surface skimming pretty and then 
would go back down to the depths, 
murky leagues on this mote globule 
dewdrop that was Xenobe. The tinier 
yellow sun was over in the eastern 
sky of crimson, scorching Radner even 
though he had a great tan and was 
holding the finest. tropical cockta1 ts 
that he had ever tasted. 

The grain alcohol kept him relaxed 

From having to deal with the 
locals and their complex mind trips 
that they induced on themselves. 
Schizoaffective as a normal natural 
trait made for these very creative, 
artistic souls here. Xenodes, as 
they got used to being called two 
hundred years ago, were a fragile 
people. Their whole rationality, 
thought processes were beautifully 
flawed. They would much rather 
indulge in artistic matters. They 
couldn't be bothered with productive, 
normal matters. They weren’t happy 
most of the time. A whole planet 
full of manic depressives, paranoid 
schizophrenics, suicidal tendencies, 
but gilded with wandering free souls 
that each possessed. 

A xenode walked up in Radner’s 
direction, -holding 4 travewrtied 


G@rinkon 1f.< Dr. Radner, squintedsan 
Che sunlight cto hime, Jos spoke: 

“Lim really sorry) (Dr. hacen: ane 
would have come out here to give you 
your drink fifteen minutes ago.” It 


was Fiv, bowing his head in abysmal 
shame. Radner wiped his brow, put 
his shades down for a minute to wipe 
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tChenwy sanaute ty thesincessantebrutal 
heat absorbed by his body for the 
last five hours out here. The surf 
creshendoed and crashed with aplomb 
on the stretch of beach which was 
vast. The red beach skirted the 
entire continent for thousands of 
miles. The xenode oriental boats 
were out there with graceful sails, 
fishing storm good Gatcheas A Large 
dorsal ribbed sail suddenly came up 
very near the water’s edge, the 
darker surf where the clouds had 
blocked eut\ the red’ gqvantsiuns 

“Don’t apologize. Remember what I 
toldevour’, Radner said. 

Zon, yes simi I2me taking ‘the 
medication. But my family doesn’t 
Chinkwetoomhighivwy ofta t¥e 1 t.s. a 
family tradition not to take human's 
medication. Going back for one 
hundred and fifty years. “ The 
Xenode squinted , its frail leathery 
face was blocking out the little 
yellow sun from Radner’s face. Fiv 
put the drink down with his sensitive 
mandible, velatteringsand. spilling 
some milky nectar onto the red sand. 

Ragneradidm GrsavVeanything, he 
just realized he was tired, so tired. 
Working with the colonies down here 
was like being in a snakepit 
Sanitarium. The overwhelming 
psychoses, the paranoia sweeping 
incessantly on a day to day basis. 

"Good: ste seLlors the. best“. Radner 
said, suddenly finding himself 
talkings like’ he was-in.his.office, in 
town. He didn’t have his laser 
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beeper. His secretary Barb, was told 
specifically not to take any calls on 
the medical exchange, even if they 
threatened suicide. 

The pain these xenodes had. The 
torturous, incessant psychoses they 
carried, that mental baggage that 
their well developed sensitive heads 
had as a dominant trait. Radner was 
going back to the human race. He had 
puthin this, time*nere. 

Fiv looked at him, his white milky 
eyes flitting in the sun, pretty and 
sensitive and beautiful, but showing 
anxiety. 

“IT Wwas"auste wonderimay and. fe av 
said, stammereds VHercouldnsy ger 7. 
euce 

wT (hates.terbring thr upsedaii, 
forgive’ me;,-buteuhy.-* hessaidy fr: 
mouchr curred neo ‘ana mprenh uLin Choe 
couldn’t be wiped off with a million 
milligrams of thyroxine. All xenodes 
had that grin, like what the hell was 
so funny?, Radner thought. 

Radner put the drink down and 
looked at Fiv. The emerald beach 
sand sparkling like a beautiful pile 
of stringed necklaces, as if a 
jewelry box had opened and dazzling 
jewels sparkled in amber 
quintessential brilliance. But the 
red sun was almost down now, sunk 
into the yellow sea, and the yellow 
sun was past the yardarm now. So he 
needed* this *trapical “nectar tthae wae 
cultivated by mystic vintages from 
the glorious wine country in the 
troplealsintervors iniand, 
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TGogahead oki, -yesiaw’ 7) sRadner 
said. 

“I don’t think I’m as paranoid now 
m. about. ssabeuw whatel wasssaying 


about the earth, the colonies, known 
Space. We are not the center of the 
universe.” 

Fiv was nervously fidgeting in the 
broiling sun which was now cooling 
off the beach as a breeze interlude 
rolled inland, blowing Radner’s grey 
flaxen hair. He looked like a 
distinguished enough psychiatrist. 

wotandest Ml lerriy" sRadnerasaid. 

mie donét ethinkythatwinvading 
forces are coming here. And I don’t 
thinke@thatethesnotel! staff rare all 
ganging up, ontme... ” 

DOuSst ¢keep utel ling yoursebr, that...” 

“Do you know how much torture I 
put myself through? Being paranoid 
over light years of space to other 
worlds, other galaxies?” 

“That vis paranota on about as 
universal a scale as you can get” 
Radner said. 

Fiv looked relieved for a moment. 

“Have you been doing better since 


we changed your medication?”, Radner 
asked. 
Betorect1vicouldranswer?,-a burst 


of commotion was away from them on 
the beach by the lawn chair where 
Radner sat and they looked over that 
way. 
A pretty xenode girl was yelling 
avesome.htmans eby the pool. 
Tourists. “You people are trying to 
kill me! I wish you would all go 
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home and mind your own business!”, 
she shouted crazily. “We don’t need 
your medication! Leave me alone!” 
“You are all after me! You tried to 
put me away!” 

The gathering of human tourists 
just ignored her, as she stood there 
in her beach wear, waving her 
mandibles around. Those thin bronzed 
tanned arms, her tiny head bobbing up 
and down ina frenzy, her mouth a 
gash "of wading “Trust ram on. 

THe tourists went back to their 
conversation as the girl stomped off 
imtortne Note. 

Dr. Radner motioned over there and 
said,. “Thal sspsychotic) benavrar 
there, Fiv. You haven’t ever 
displayed behavior like that before. 
You ougqite= top be mroucd, Ope woue=e Eue 
Give yourself a break.” 

Fiv nodded exaggeratedly. 

“How is the painting coming?” 
Radner asked. 

Fiv went back to a serious face. 

“iL have to: Go" tothe gallery 
tomorrow for my newest opening.” hay 
think I am doing my best work now, 
Ver One one 2 o0e miele ty pees ce 
Betazine Melleril..”. 

“Andsvyow really wheels that?" >. pr. 
Radner asked, sucking on the straw 
into the decadent exotic drink. 

Fiv didn’t feel too convincing, 
but he looked like he was doing his 
best to believe it, 

“Yes ‘sir. Lim really sorry to 
bother you and everything. I know 
you are trying: o> relasa@and how busy 
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you" are’ TI didn’t mean to.go on 
about this.” The leathery but 
senSitive face with layers of vivid 
artistic expression and pain looked 
away from Dr. Radner. 

“Just keep yelling yourself: 
“You're okay the way you are.” “Your 
people are born with psychosis. It 
tepastlare with every sone or vou.” 

“Except for the thugs who come out 
normal, and terrorize me and my 
friends.” 

“Well, those are just archetypal 
cases of criminal minded traits 
coming into certain gene pools. They 
Clone twacterors ieltetrattc, ai coer...” 

Loo am Okay. 1 am a Happy. 


person. I deserve happiness. I have 
tO? stop thinking that’ stinking 
(Sl 6 ig aN elk WL fea! 


VEXaCtLY, Five” 

“And I need a check-up from the 
neck up”, Fiv said to himself 
halfheartedly. Their elegant necks 
bronzed, were as beautiful as Audrey 
Hepburn’s in the ancient cinema 
remnants. 

“Very Good milv.  —“1l’i) see you 
next week, same time, okay?” 

“Okay”. AL! I have to do is keep 
saying good things to myself he 
thougnt.- «lhe pain: 

"SyVe Live 

Fiv waved with his bronzed 
sensitive mandible, the hand that he 
painted frescoes and murals, and 
mystical complex visionary works of 
genius. Seminal. A gallery opening 
tomorrow. 
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Dr: Radner sighed’ Gallery 
opening. That’s all these people 
ardr 

These were such gifted people. 

The incessant rumor that the Xenodes 
really did not want humans around 
just wasn’t true. We came here and 
diagnosed them. A planet full of 
psychotic people getting into 
skirmishes battles against meek 
villages. One benevolent village 
decimated by psychotic warriors. The 
holocausts two hundred years ago of a 
talented people brimming with more 
artistic wonderment than humans would 
ever had. 

: Their three-hemisphered brain was 
found to have a larger cerebral gland 
of dopamine receptors. They were 
thriving even though half the 
population was of different sexual 
bents. Lifestyles of xenodes. He 
couldn’t count how many texts he read 
about them. The villages, the garden 
districts filled with flamboyant 
xenode in a perpetual mardi gras of 
madness. The red sun suspended in 
their sky daily like a giant orange 
eye, watching the crowds of tourists 
who always complained andiwatched for 
psychotic failings, oOfethnermtocal 4. 
Dedicated to paint, to write 
beautiful works of lfteratures._ To 
sculpt the famous spatial kinetic 
icons, the theosophical inspirings, 
the cache of numerous priceless art, 
spectral jcons dating! backs suuu 
years. 

The yellow surf crashed on the 
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emerald ruby beach. The sun was down 
now. Fiv used to be so paranoid 
about the known space colonies. 
Invasions by barbarians. THey hadn't 
had#thatesort ofsthing, fong700<veans:. 
Saturation of these schizoid geniuses 
with psychotropic drugs had been a 
placating blanket of paralyzing 
sweetness in cultural affairs that 
mellowed this planet into a paradise, 
amlwliings tropicalycolony «thate drew 
the ouristss likenaksizziang 
electromagnet sucking in Art, 
imagination, beauty, culture. 

Fiv walked away from Dr. Radner 
back to the lobby where his close 
friend Jij was sitting at the bar, 
waxing lyrical about his decadent 
diaries about living in the village 
with the famous Tigb who was the most 
important novelist of the last 50 
years. Jij looked at Fiv with that 
impish sweet mouth, cooing. He put 
his Monte Blanc down for a moment. 
With his smoothly leathered 
countenance that was a real mug, an 
almost childish face for a Xenode. 
So.that’s your human doctor, huh? 
Whatraepramitivesclown:w4 Sitting by 
the- ocean, diagnosing you. 

“Yes” Fiv said wearily. 

MOU LGRaApoloogmzandatoothescretan 
Stop taking your medication!” 

Fiv put his tray down and sat next 
touhim.pathe magnificently old and 
elegant lionmaned bartender who was 
from the edge of Courton sector, was 
an edified legend here at Lucky 
Pierre’s. He just kept slicing some 
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passioOnetrure 1NCOva container, going 
about his business. 

Fiv said, “They mean well.” 

“Gyre they do!” diy sala 
sarcastically: 

“But I haven’t painted anything 
decent in a year! I stopped taking 
my medication these last four weeks.” 
Fiv said, signing: 

“Alright!”, Jij said. “My little 
cherlib, P’ve*got*you back fou can 
act normal now. Humans! Let them 
keep us in therapy, stifle us! 

“Oh) Jij?l?) da smeled* wantonly. 

“T have the most delicious feeling 
you are going to be able to do as I 
COnw 

“vouvdon t “take™- anything?’ | Fav 
asked, looking at Jij with 


earnestness. 
“Trust me, sweetie. I haven’t 
talked’ to’ a" doctor inten years .-" 8 


take codeine though, and mix it with 
Kentucky bourbon made on Catweazal 
colonies: Oh? (Sat tures ne“ inte 
forbidden realms, a delicious 
mixture. You remember what Faulkner 
said, “Ah’ can't "stands*nothin! ~ There 
ain't noth@nea bowrbon "won? t* cure) 
and Jij smiled, his lisping bearded 
face smiling with luridness. 
“PPleeaasee!", he said} not in french 
like he usually did. 

“But I have really been getting 
bollixed-up, though? °r®stareed! a 
laserVintegral eibrstethingsewo days 
agope but’ Leteel sokelUworthtecatae tr 
hate myself! 72R'miterrible! SwWhat 
terrible thing have I don’t?” 

“Low self esteem. Just fix 
yourself a Brandy Alexander, and take 
a fiLele lie down. I will be at your 


93 


will be carried on through you. Oh, 
his stuff was so beautiful!” 

“Everyone will be there”, Fiv 
said. 

Fivelooked confused, hisvfrail 
eyes wilting again. He managed a 
smile, his terrible teeth shining 
alabaster and lackluster. The sea 
was glistening now. THe suns had 
gone down completely. A skittering 
shoreline horizon was out there on 
the sparkling gunmetal reflecting 
sea. The hotel turned their 
beautiful japanese lanterns on. The 
tourists were coming down from their 
rooms to gorge themselves of the 
maginifcant Xenode food. Jij opened 
his journal back up,4 and) said; Give 
me another bourbon highball”, to the 
Courton orandso ld) ]vongmaniws The 
noble lion faced creature nodded with 
approval and refinement. Jij turned 
back around to Fiv, standing there, 
troubled, plagued with anxieties, 
anticipation, worms icontusion; 
ambivalence. 

“Ambivalence is what makes us so 
beat ifn para yw Tat lysHolfadJig¢saLd, 
and Fiv left, waving a wilted 
mandible as he strode back. 

Pivi hadetlushed) downeall his 
medication four weeks ago, so he 
called Dr. Radner’s medical exchange. 
He begged them that night in his loft 
Studio, to please refill his Betazine 
Melleril. 

“Please, please, I’ve got to talk 
to Dr. Radner!” 

The secretary purred with a 


94 


professional voice:) "IP m¥sorry Mr. 
Fiva. but? l°can t'reach iim “We “car 
set up an appointment with him for 
Hamsday, or Eggsday, at about 14.50? 
Lotttha -alragqnie? 

“Buteyourdon'' tounderstanaitim . 
talked to Drs Radner “today! «jus. 
have to get my medicine!” 

“Look, just go to the pharmacy 
and get some soma tablets. I will 
try®to. have Dre Radner@call you mac + 
can reach him.” 

YOkay.. 3 @Glick 

Dr. Radner never called, of course, 
and Fiv went to sleep drenched in 
Brandy. He woke up positively 
deranged. He went to the 
Metropolitan gallery and in front of 
a whole audience, committed Hari Kari 
with a laser sword with a dull 
amperage. Blue blood spilled all 
downP hie tunic and thet tourises 
gasped in horror. He was mortally 
wounded now, and then he died as his 
friends rushed to him. 

“There 2s* just no>otelling what 
these people do”, some of the 
tourists ‘said’ Piv lay there) ine the 
Gallery Gna pi levon thet loor his 
friends weeping. 
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KIRK ALYN AT SWAMPCON 


Recently in Baton Rouge I 
attended the Swampcon science fiction 
convention. There were many 
luminaries there including such noted 
sci-fi writers as George Alec 
Effinger and Poul Anderson but the 
special quest of note was Kirk Alyn. 
He has appeared in dozens of movies 
and television shows but is most 
famousefor being thesfirst actor to 
essay the role of Superman in film. 
He is an affable man who was willing 
to take the time to answer questions 
from anyone. He told about how he 
was almost killed but never injured 
during the production of the serial, 
including the cliffhanger at the end 
of Chapter One of the original serial 
where he is holding up a railroad 
track*whilewan®L.A: mail’ train was 
roaring by at speeds of 90 miles an 
hour, and the time he was too close 
to an electrical discharge and was 
saved because he was wearing rubber 
bootsom Ishadtaiphoto taken by%a 
friend with him which was quite an 
experience. He also told of 
beautiful female leading ladies which 
were so distant to us until he 
related his memories of them. He 
also did four non-Superman serials 
including Blackhawk, Radar Patrol vs. 
Spyvukingeandehiswfiirst; “Daughterrof 
Don Q. There is also a campaign 
going which I support to have him 
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cast as Jonathan Kent in the upcoming 
Superboy series being produced for 
showing this fall. He has also 
written a book detailing his 
Hollywood adventures called A JOB FOR 
SUPERMAN. Variety magazine noted his 
hard work on the Superman serials, 
and it shows in their production. In 
this fiftieth year of Superman’s 
anniversary it was nice to be able to 
meet the first Superman. 
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YOU ARE WHAT YOU WRITE 


He was the world’s worst 
clarinet player, had gone to Redeye 
U., in the School of Music, and the 
only thing to his credit by now was 
that he had made a lot of friends. 
Notson Lyear vends Linggenexal abut Gal. 
friends. Most music departments were 
like that, everyone exchanged dates 
and steadies frequently, but Hal 
Errache, Jr., had never succeeded in 
doing one thing he had directed his 
whole life towards, deflowering 
himself with a lovely music major 
gal. He had come quite close, but 
never scored. And besides that, he 
had flunked out of music school and 
enrolled in Journalism, which was one 
LhingshrsatatbnerLerraches. Sr. ~nhad 
approved of, since that had been the 
Sr.’s profession before Hal was born. 

And now Hal Jr. wasn’t doing so 
well in journalism either. He was 
either hanging around at the girl's 
house next door, the old music major 
furencesof hiss opetryangato,wrmite 
fiction, something he was pitiably 
poor at, perhaps only gaining the 
rating in creative writing of ninth 
grade level. He would oft traipse in 
DeVickers Hall to type his latest 
story, about Arabian Nights, or 
alchemists, or wild arabs and 
cowboys, together in the same story, 
though why they were included was a 
true anomaly to anyone who attempted 
to read the stuff. 
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One day his word processor in 
the writing labs at DeVickers was 
acting strangely, giving awkward 
readouts and misnomers that he was 
attempting to dismiss and go logon to 
another more suitable terminal for 
his word processing, especially since 
that newspaper fiction article was 
due for Professor Forehead by noon 
the next day. The night before he 
had™vile ited thetold eiraends ,- che 
girls from ‘the music department.” So 
as he"sat’ at the ‘terminal: thinking of 
the absinthe he had biled down with 
two girls, Anita and Jane, he decided 
to write a -frveti trvous’ story about 
them. It began something like this: 

“Anita and Jane were walking 
through Wedgewood subdivision in 
Hammond, when their lives were 
suddenly at stake by a pack of 
vicious neighborhood dogs.” It was 
Simply that. They escaped unharmed, 
but Hal thought he had managed to 
write an eloquent enough paragraph or 
two, and it wasn’t as bad a fiction 
piece as before. 

He decided to get a hard copy 
and bring at over to#Uane™and Anita’s 
along with’a bottle of Booné“’s: Farm, 
which they would all drink. When he 
got there, which was the same 
evening, before he could produce the 
article of poor fiction, Anita chimed 
up the minute she opened the door: 

“Boy, we were walking in the 
neighborhood and about six or seven 
wild dogs came around and started 
attacking us...” And she went on, 
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and you guessed it, somehow that 
terminal in DeVickers Hall had 
enabled Hal, Jr. to created scripts 
and scenarios for anyone he wished. 
So he didn’t mention the unbelievable 
truth of the matter, the actual 
Supernatural and preternatural really 
document which would baffle the poor 
girls. He himself was amazed, but 
anything was possible at Redeye U. 

So he went home and wrote a story 
about Cynthia Travers, the music 
major who reigned as school college 
Miss Redeye for the last three years 
and who was soon to go off to 
Hollywood to seek fame and fortune as 
an actress. And the plot went 
something like this: 

PHalsbrrache, dorectook.Cynthia 
Travers home and gave her a few 
drinks and they talked for a while, 
and she kissed him and suddenly they 
were making passionate love. For 
Hours: 

Hal didn’t want to make 
metaphorical expressions for he 
figured that would be dangerous: for 
instance, if he were to say Cynthia 
Travers melted in his arms, she might 
literally MELT in his. ARMS, and-he 
wouldn’t want that. The next day, he 
wa bkedeinto =the «music building; and 
stuck up Cynthia Travers didn’t say 
anything to him, and he wondered why 
the terminal majick wasn’t working. 
Then he figured it out. Somehow, he 
figured, it had something to do with 
affection towards the fictional 
characters. He couldn’t just write 
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about anyone, even though Cynthia was 
the prettivestgal an RedeyecU< msc 
that afternoon, he proceeded to write 
about Anita and Jane, for whom he had 
unrequited and unquenchable love. 
Truly commutable and totally faithful 
and everlasting fondness for those 
two Musto mayors.° The” story went 
dike “this: 

“Jane left their apartment on 
Rittner Street near Redeye to 
practice her singing lessons. That 
left Anita there, to be plied with 
liquor by Hal Errache, who suddenly 
after a half an hour, made a pass at 
her and she accepted, for she 
suddenly was so fond of him and so 
aroused by him that they went into 
the bedroom and made passionate love 
abienignute Mineskne-« 

This was in the word processor, 
the exact same one he had used 
before, and the majick was there, so 
it should work. As he was getting a 
hardecopy "prEmmteut*oLtthereiny: teensy 
little story that would eventually 
getvhimsinte tatstatevrotVecstasy™ and 
deflowered at that, Anita walked in, 
to do her English word processing, 
which she was flunking in. 

“Anita, what are you doing 
here?” 

“Hey Hal, are you coming over 
tonight? I am just trying to do some 
word processing for a stupid English 


class Pvam flunking. I “have=to 
correct a composition essay. All the 
terminals look taken. I really am 


looking forward to seeing you 
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tonight, I don’t know why...” she 
murmured as he left, with a radiant 
look in his eye. 

It must be working, he thought. 
She wants me already, up till now, 
she was nothing more than a drinking 
buddy, now she is coming on to me 
like a red herring...Or whatever his 
journalistic mind could dream up. 
“See you later Hal, and remember come 
OVC’ He mee halLewass.i tom hes thoughts, 

Later that night, he went over 
to their house. He knocked on the 
doormeateshadsssbottlerofigood 
California wine, even if it was moldy 
claret. The door opened. 

‘Comesines, carling. sAnitamwas 
in some sort of trance. It was 
working. She was to do his bidding. 
“Let s¥navyesaqdarink, darhangaveshe 
said, with glazed eyes. She began 
Strippingrertimattciaclesseot clothing: 
“IT don’t know what’s come over me.” 
She was down to almost nothing, and 
they hadn’t even drunk yet. “It’s 
hot,” she said. He then attempted to 
kaissvher.e They wentsinto the 
bedroom. “Where’s Jane?” “She's 
Hrace vemngevorces:,. Guckightonktime, 
it must be working. 

They made love for twenty 
minutes. Then suddenly he felt 
funny. No. Downright queasy and 
WeElrd *MaHeseturnedeinto a large 
martian cat, with a prehensile tail. 
Then a goldfish with horse hooves. 
Then he dissolved into a jelly-like 
liquid and was never back the same 
again. Anita then realized what had 
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happened. At the terminal English 
lab she had found his article 
mentioning her, and she had done a 
little free editing, inserting 
various weird statements, not knowing 
the consequences. She fainted right 
next to Hal Errache, Jr. while he 
turned from a small giraffe into a 
toad, then to a clarinet and stayed 
that way, and that was the way they 
found him, and Anita, the next 
morning. She was taken away for 
questioning later in regard to his 
disappearance, but she got over it, 
and actually played a clarinet named 
Hal, Jr. in the Wind Ensemble Concert 
at Redeye University musical recital 
series, though her pitch was a bit 
sharp. 
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THE OLD MAN AND THE CYBORG 
bYAMCuR. ‘Korn 


Mr. Sam was an old man who ran 
those outmoded shipping lanes picking 
up junk satellites that came up on 
the feely monitor. It had been a 
helluva slow week. Mr. Sam stared 
blankly at what was infinite beyond 
the bayhole. “Sentimental Journey” 
eked out on the rundown sound-sys. 

He stood next to his cyborg, Joe-x, 
who had been junking by his side for 
fifty-five terra years. 

"Vousnunkwas Crap!. “Youtsaiad 
there was some old Tel-star around 
here over three days ago!”, Mr. Sam 
ranted. 

“Yes, said that three days ago”, 
droned the cyborg. 

“Where in God’s hell is it?” 

Mr. Sam wiped his brow and 
squinted out into pitch darkness. He 
felt the feely-tracker with his old 
fingers because he was blind. He 
couldn’t even see a playing card 
eight inches away from his face. He 
never bothered too much to look into 
space any more. You couldn’t hit 
nothin’ anyway out there, unless you 
were a dumbass. 

*“Matthewsagotsate’*dronedyvce-x. 

“Marsshit, jerk.” 

Dotswofastariaghtedrilied into 
the blackest) yolds® In it}*this 
sputtering trawler was just a clunky, 
third-rate garage-pod with a couple 
of frazzled towing lines, a grappler, 
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and just enough battered engine to 
Garry Unk) back=tomtbewtrerte 
enclaves dotting the area. 

“Shoulda decked you long ago,” 
Mr. Sam muttered. 

“you did, nine times,” came the 
answer. 

“God knows I shoulda fired you, 


trash 

“You fired me one hundred and 
seventy three times,” the cyborg 
said. 


Why the hell did it always have 
toktalkeback? Walkin’ sts Shalt yeke 
looked over at it, barely making it 
out. It stood there swaying on 
creaking leg pistons. Its micro- 
relays showing a sheen of outer wear. 
Joe-x was the last of its kind—a 
junky relic. It had been in Musso’s 
family for over four generatyons-” it 
thought) 4t@telt@ for Mri San®as ict had 
for Mr.'"Sam’*s™grandfather ,“Gaptain 
Neil Musso. Why, he had commanded 
the Brewster’s Ridgers against those 
damn loyalists at some Colony War. 
Back in the days when men were afraid 
of that mean ol’ space. Not all this 
insta-deploy environs now for 
cowards. Not more than five cowards 
had expired in space since the 
treaty. 

Joe*oftten thought@abowts Captain 
Neil, who died on Earth in the 
Kentucky hills a hundred earth years 
ago. 

The cyborg was won in a cheating 
poker hand off Titan. Those Mussos 
were thrown off every planet in this 
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system. 

At one time the cyborg had 
thought it knew what crying was. 

It was sure in its think-chips 
that Mr. Sam was a cyborg, too. 

“Maybe you should get some 
plasmic checks on your system, Mr. 
Sanwa OS-xrstatednout of thei bliuer 

moousdumb. bastard! y i leaan’teno 
fuiggin'mandroid;svyoussenitle bucket a 
erapas 

No answer but a standby hum. 

“Shaddup,” Sam added. 

Joe-x thought Mr. Sam maybe 
wanted to spar with it again, like he 
remembered that they did once at a 
Venus dive. He believed through 
boolean circuit-loops that Mr. Sam 
had been its playmate in the 
Geosystems factory on Earth, in New 
Zealand, but he wasn’t quite sure. 

Sam continued the abuse. 

“Idiot! You were sold to great- 
grandfadder Musso off Titan. You 
used to be a damn forklift operator 
before the War.” 

Joe-x stepped over towards him. 
Joe-s serighteshinepistondhad: given 
out and it had been kind of limping 
forerhirtveveanssacMr; «Sam. had 
promised over and over to get it 
fixed, .but he-never got around.to.,it. 

Mr. Sam took a suck of tube-o- 
mash. He pointed it drunkenly 
towards Joe-x. SYoumwanti-~some2) iNo, 
Vou donab.wantenones)*Causesyou ane 
got no esophagus. Now, just like I 
ain’t got no metal in me.. No 
bioplasmics neither. If they had 
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maintained you better you might 
realizevwhoethe neliae am. 

When it was time to sleep at 
fake-night, Mr. Sam turned off the 
cyborg’s high-functs. But he began 
dreaming recently about Captain Neil. 
Mr. Sam would bunk out across the 
cabin. Mr. Sam used to get so lonely 
he would make them sleep together. 

They were on the leg home now 
with an empty hold. Not one damn 
project had come up on the Teely— 
tracker. Joe-x was so stupid he 
couldn’t even sched a rendezvous 
anymore. Mr. Sam didn’t even let it 
go outside much anymore. Several 
times it had forgotten how to get 
back in. Joe-x was dangerous, a 
bother<*" But= dammit, MreeSam couldn’ ct 
see anymore. Still, he was going to 
Junk Seer Yessar sget one. ore those 
brand-shiny-new borgs. And ol’ Joe 
would go to the iron farm where all 
the others were dead and buried. 
That’s why Mr. Sam had to tell Joe-x 
the Mussos were buried there, so he 
would go. Then he had to keep lying 
to it. A while back Joe-x had 
requested to be Laidirext tor Cantain 
Neil’s grave, which wasn’t even 
there, One thing it did: remember—71t 
had saved that man four times ina 
battle of scorchini?helttire- 

Now a dream-state came to Joe- 
x's thinkchips. “The rusty! face lay 
slack and relaxed in rotted rubber 
joints. It mused about New Zealand 
where Mr. Sam Musso had been created 
right after him. They had gone with 
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some of the staff to the beach one 
day on a lark. Wasn’t Mr. Sam Musso 
the cybernetic synthezoid who had to 
have extra multiplexers put into his 
head? Joe’s id-chip tandems 
stabilized and flatlined as it lapsed 
into deeper simul-snooze next to the 
filthy porthole. Deep space leered 
at them in the shadows of the rank, 
smeLlyecabin., sThe sunwwasla little 
yellow ball way back behind them. 

The grapple-alarm beeped for a 
good seven minutes before it woke Mr. 
Sam. 

FYoOn, S20..8. srqgetiup) pele think.we 
goteuspone !’ 

A crenelated metal sphere spun 
wobbly in the void. Joe-x was still 
booting up, but Mr. Sam was already 
trying to bring the ship around by 
finger-touch. 

“Get your little ass-chip out 
there! \3Grapplesontosthatithing* & 
don’t care what I said before about 
you going outside! We ain’t goin’ 
home emptyhanded now.” 

Sam didn’t know that it was 
valueless, not even good junk. ~Joe-x 
barely managed to limp through the 
airlock. There was a time when he 
used to do pretty damn good ina 
vacuum. Some of the long-dead Musso 
brothers had made him believe he 
couldn’t breathe in a vacuum. Which 
wasn’t really aelie. 

“you don’t breathe no-how, X- 
man! How many times I gotta tell 
you?” 

Jeeneuungetboutheysideyofithe 
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ug lyalaittilesship . 2 Me -*sam diddled 
the grappler arm. Joe motioned to 
Mr. Sam through the dirty port glass 
to maneuver the ship over a bit to 
get that better angle, but Mr. Sam 
couldn't hardly see him. It would be 
a few minutes. Mr. Sam hummed 
“Moonlight Serenade” and sucked on a 
day-old coffeestick. The black void 
swallowed the small figure. The borg 
easedvhis® loneliness, bulb Me. scam 
would have to scrap him. It was just 
gettin’ too dangerous. He was broke 
and old: 

Mr. Sam sighed. Joe-x was the 
family legacy. He couidn’t tell Joe- 
x to its face. Hell, he always lied 
to it anyway. 

Tee wastetiite and quieh4eeMeosam 
pressed up against the glass and 
squinted. Finally he saw Joe-x 
waving’ its arms® frantically: ~ ITtjhad 
been caught between the massive 
fifteen-foot sphere and the ship’s 
ugly underbelly, right where the 
metal arm came out. Mr. Sam made the 
metal arm slip. 

Mr. Sam freaked out. He tried 
to back the ship away from the sphere 
immediately. He couldn’t see very 
wellvat all OMre™sSamtarcneceknow 
Joe-xX waS missing that bad foot now. 
The arm groped in the blackness for 
Joe. The sphere was now twirling 
away erratically. wAfttert aston 
fifteen minutes he got the crippled 
borg into the hold. Once the airlock 
was sealed, Mr. Sam hurriedly climbed 
his old body two flights down the 
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ladder, checked the air pressure, and 
went in. 

What was left of Joe-x was lying 
awkwardly on the floor. The old man 
hunched over the torso. A tear 
coursed down Mr. Sam’s face, winding 
through the paths of road-map 
wrinkles. 

Joe-x was rambling phrases of 
nonsense from the shattered 
mouthplate,:."235wS*) (987>>>7 

“T= didn/ t’meankit, “scam Cured. 

Nothing but nonsense static. 

Mr. Sam noticed the missing foot. He 
looked at Joe’s grey mottled 
faceplate, the rust, the two deep-set 
eyechips he had replaced several 
times. One side was bent a little 
where it had been damaged in the 
Brewster battle. The left hemisphere 
of his head was twisted from another 
much older accident. The left leg 
lay still, stripped micro-fibers 
coming out the end, node-strands and 
dazi-dot circuitry crushed beyond 
repair. Its eyes flickered from 
within as it looked Mr. Sam in the 
face. 

“Send back the batallion. We 
need backups now...” 

Mr. Sam wiped his old eyes full 
of space and memories. 

NJocsee Mion ele Sp mesya Don’ te you 
remember?” 

Joe-x looked away, around the 
ship, and back to him. 

It said, “Remember New 
Zealandiw«#%378436...wnen: we went to 
the beach? They let us walk around 
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‘la plageow i ta83 Gee, wouldnt let us 
goeCin? theswaters- 

“No, damn you!” 

“Th thei Mood’ Scut in “onthe 
morning wakeup. 

Mr. Sam shot the torso up with a 
syringe Ofvfixi juices Me needle 
easily punctured the rotted rubber 
breastplate. The electrolytes seemed 
to ease the storms of pain going 
through a2tsequts ew go0e *s~ crreurte 
cleared for an instant. 

NPs. Ane heer ved 2" 


Mr. Sam winced. “You’re gonna 
make it, Joe.” 
Joe wasn’t gonna make it. Sam 


would Have®te *pulieatsepiug. 

“We are. gonna gec "you ‘a new 
boot, put new fixers in. Classy new 
joints.” The old man ran his fingers 
throughwhis’ frrzzy white*haix. 

Mi Viarede the robouw saz 
monotonously. 

No. e Youre? aying .& 

“THES TsSwhat= Pees 
bakes, #F)se0os el tor diar 

Static came from the mouthpiece. 

I was gonna let you retire 
anyway, Mme? sam theught. 

“Hunky of Junk-*#  eHe® cried 
softly. The vista of space loomed 
through’ the dirty*perthelect*onis 
prized sphere was out of sight. No 
way he could get it now: Mr. Sam the 
man garbage man. The cyborg began 
shaking violently. 

Mr. Sam suddenly said, “Remember 
the beach? Them scientists and 
computerheads let us walk the whole 
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beach? You know! I was your 
bioplasmic playmate.” 

Joe-x laughed—a cheap upgrade 
one of the old Mussos had taught him. 

“Tell them I want to be near 
Neil on the iron farm.” 

hte Sere sasOey I am 
bioplasmic. We were built together.” 

Mr. Sam grabbed a small knife 
Sunde Cnraardashainto wnt searmce bb laid 
oozed out. 

“$&°**$...Not electrolyte Go- 
Juice. You are the great grandson of 
my master.” Mr. Sam wiped away the 
bloodes wWoeos main daziboard finally, 
went dead. The muddled hum of 
injured works was gone. Joe-x was 
gone. The old man slowly dragged the 
thing above and laid it out on front- 
view. Mr. Sam drank himself silly 
that night, eight tube-o-mashes. The 
Shi pewentetie © ta lioapacks tous 
familiar enclave-dive. It eeked out 
moonside with a blind old man at the 
helm. 

The sheer junk of the spaceport 
surrounded the ship. Mr. Sam 
trembled as the tower talked him into 
an empty loading bay. 

Miller’s ship was being loaded 
DYsapcVDOrd eal. saunstiid couldnse 
see, even with the bright docking 
kleigs. Musso shambled past old man 
Miller and shook Mel-2’s hand. Mel-2 
Stoodutherne, ,pno&.noticrngsor 
understanding. Bob Miller looked at 
Mieco : 

*VOU nuts ~Musso2™, and.then he 


stopped. 
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“your old clunker. Dead?” 
Miller guessed. The old man nodded. 
Mel-2 turned away for a second, then 
asked to see Joe-x. 

NSiremeGo ‘right alead.- 

Mr. Sam went to the Rusty Nail 
Bare 

That night a crusty longshoreman 
called Musso a queer man for sleeping 
around with cyborgs. Sam knocked out 
three of the guy’s teeth. 

The next week they dropped the 
clunky body into a dingy pit at the 
iron” farms -Cyborge could besjust 
jettisoned as trash—some folks did 
that, but other people had feelings. 

Two weeks later the crap-trawler 
shot toward a sector full of space 
debris. Sam’s deceased brother- in- 
law's old cyborg had plotted the 
coursehalbrev obec. 

“Goddammit, Jim-4! How many 
timesodo wi hafta tell your" He 
grabbed the controls and fingered the 
green feely-pattern on the screen. 
\Pemvgonihartiire vour asst” 


ESO oy eo ie tye 
YWonseqoSin’ fme> evouraerks. - 1 
workstor “a livingssa The old man 


smiled. They caught five stray heaps 
that day. Good ones; toa, 

Mr. Musso squinted at Jim-4 
through dizzy eyes clouded with tube- 
o-J&Bo? The lonely? oldeman=rol led 
over on his back, threw an arm around 
its shoulder, hugged him close, and 
smiled. He slept all the way back to 
the junkport. They docked on the 
side where it’s always dark-—even for 
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those who could see. 
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THE COBALT-FROG ORDEAL 


Dr. Stevenson was a most 
studious physician in the White 
Chapel District. He only stopped 
applying the textbook on medical 
procedures when he would retire to 
his windsor chair and in front of the 
chimbly? tosdight a Gigar, which he 
oft claimed was indeed mollifying. 

He mortified his taste for vintages 
by drinking ample supplies of gin, 
neat. 

I was his closest ally against 
the conservative members of the 
Wobblies and stiff-collared 
colleagues that consistently 
beleaguered the poor man; why they 
protested against his authority to go 
beyond the present-day limitations of 
medical science at every turn. Test 
and experiment was what the red- 
bearded man with countenance of 
extreme intellect indoctrinated, even 
if it meant the unorthodox measures 
to which his strange procedural 
methods took him. 

“Good Christ, man!” he chortled 
as®1l enteredshise@studyetrom’ the rainy 
streets ofiWestsLondon End )ftawas 
the most dreadful weather lately, and 
i-had comestoofind out these 
excursions of the most insane 
theories had much to do with 
harnessing electrical currents from 
the heavens. 


“Let’s celebrate with some 
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cointreau!” He was unusually 
deranged with rendoring and unbridled 
excitement, I feared it was not just 
the beverages of the late evening, 
but a major success in one of his 
most recent medical discoveries. 

“Nigel, old man! I have done 
it!” His eyes were lit in the 
cloistered chamber, he put his cigar 
away and clasped my arm with unusual 
strength and vigour. 

“Done what? Pray tell!” I was 
compelled to say. What had this 
madman done? 

“They’1l not scoff at Stevenson 
any more! Not after my creatures of 
late hath been transformed from 
ordinary circumstances into something 
astonishing!” 

“You have not been using Cobalt 
Rays again, have you?” I said with 
great trepidation. 

“Yes!” he cheered, as he poured 
two sherry glasses. to the brim. I 
looked around the study. Everywhere 
to be found were replicas of every 
known species of Septilicus Toadius, 
known the common man as toads, or 
frogs. They leered at me and I was 
repelled with starting terror from 
the conversation of this redheaded 
madman for I knew he had gone too 
far. His eyes gleamed with 
excitement regarding this matter. I 
braced myself in the parlour chair as 
I prepared for the worst possible 
news. 

“They called me a madman! Test 
and Experiment!” he rather loudly 
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remarked. 

“But traversing the seafood 
markets for your inhuman radical 
experiments all through this avecr recy 
is not the reasoning of a sound 
physician, Basil!” I exclaimed 
desperately, the liquor making my 
back teeth float somewhat. 

{7 fve htheverybistro=ime tie 
outlying avenues to collect my proud 
specimens.” 

“you know what the Academie of 
Medical Physicians will say about 
Chisees 

“After I shew them the resulting 
transformations they will be 
adulating me!” 

The storm intensified outside 
the windows, the chimbley was the 
only sustaining warmth in the 
parlour. The bleakness of the 
circumstances of my dearest friend 
Since we grew up together in 
Shropshire, was making me terribly 
bel 

“I am to breed a race of 
supermen!” he shouted about the dimly 
ld te studye 

“No! obute how}; Tbeg*> yous sir?2er1 
beseeched. He gripped my arm firmly: 

“Through immensely large doses 
of cobalt rays permeating upon benign 
harmless large green frogs from South 
America, I have found the results 
most astonishing! The horrifying 
transformation that occurs from these 
bathings in cobalt rays along with 
fortaeriedsmixtures of my health 
elixirs of the rarer elements, makes 
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quite a show!” 

I shuddered at his diatribe. 
“Good God, no!” But he went on the 
describe the causal effects, the 
elongation of the main torso and 
spine, the literal bending of the 
malleable and pliant limbs into 
subhuman hulking specimens with 
unending strength. The thinning of 
the neck into a quasi-rotating of the 
head upon the now burgeoning shoulder 
formations. The flopping webbed feet 
into sturdy bipedal legs on which to 
house the carriages of these dreaded 
behemoths! He had gone mad! 


“Nigel! I must leave you at 
once! I am through with your insane 
experiments!” and I stormed out of 


the room. As I fled the chamber 
room, I hurried with extreme 
frightfulness in my attempt to escape 
the lunacy of the mad scientist, he 
had horrifyingly transformed from one 
of the best doctors along lines of 
excellence into a frenzied monstrous 
creature with freakish notions of 
supermen, legions of huddling and 
hopping menaces to the foggy streets 
of the neighborhood, all of London, 
and perhaps all of the civilized 
world! -As’ I turned thescorner at the 
bottom of the stairwell, I bumped 
into a horrendous shadowy form of 
bulk e@awstentorian monstrosity,<a 
large necked gaping boggle-eyed sub- 
human! I screeched with fright, 
begging the behemoth to unarm me, it 
was joined by other superbeings who 
scurried across the foyer. I 
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remember vaguely before fainting the 
slippery and rubbery moist epidermal 
webbed mandibles, arresting my 
flight, holding me solidly, foiling 
my attempt at freedom every which 
way. It croaked to about five other 
largish webbed sinister beings of 
immense strength. Supermen indeed! 
These mauling brutes with their 
utterings of garbled phonetics of 
nonsense were the last I heard before 
fainting dead away, the crashing of 
thunderclapping storms thither 
cascading in my reasoning 
sensibilities’ as 1 hiteetherticer with 
anehud? 

Sritcoray vou, Neel = rou 
wouldn®t wisten, oldimanie Just aike 
the academy.” He patted my hand with 
a feeble hand as I sat upright, my 
dizzying propensrvcywor cick ly 
motioning for a mere glass of water 
was too much for my frame of mind for 
the nonce. 

“I’m your colleague, Basil! Why 
did you not consult me before 
attending to these monstrous 
evolutions? Bathing of garden frogs 
with hideous and dangerous rays, 
injecting them with serums and fixes 
and cures of the most outrageous 
variety! I’m your friend since we 
both prepped in Shropshire before 
going totoxtord:™ 

“My dear colleaque,=f/m atraid 
my work is much too important, far 
beyond your prosaic, “petty little 
world of ailing patients, maladies 
and consumptives. I shall march my 
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Super-charged frog beings across the 
7 continents! Give the world back to 
mother nature! Man has treaded for 
too long on this mote dust globule! 
He is insignificant!” 

“Come to your senses! You’re 
mad!” 

With that he commanded the 
largest behemoth reptilian being to 
render me to an incolable fate, but 
Surprisingly the creature shrank back 
with undue surprise! The beings, all 
6 of them, began quaking and 
quivering with inhuman twitchings, 
muscular disorders of temporary 
nature seemed to be the situation. 
They were shrinking down to normal 
size again. Literally before our 
eyes the backs flattened down into a 
hunching, the legs shortening and 
reshaping and the entire volume of 
extreme rippling musculature began 
dwindling down until croaking normal 
sized frogs once again, in a matter 
of only moments. 

“No! My work is undone! My 
days’ are over as a man of lettres!” 
he wailed. The little green frogs 
which were just moments ago 
manhandling me roughly were now 
insentient benign garden variety 
reptiles. Nature had reversed the 
order ofsthings.»  D:reBasil Stevenson 
sank down into the available chair 
and wept ferociously. 

“Come now, oldiman!s It’s: better 
this way!” He was immune to my 
etftorts! of —consolatione 

“Weide” ube sighed, ovaethink” I 
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have come to my senses...” as his 
eyes seemed to regain their 
sensibility. A surceasing of his 
maddening torment and that maniacal 
rambling talk of a race of supermen 
or Super-froggies had subsided. 

“Let’s have some dinner. You 
must. besravisnedri a fsaldyeases 
called out for the’ kitchen Help. 

“No, don’t tell me,” he 
exclaimed. “I know your delectation 
for seafood, especially...” 

‘Tha tyss nrght ilo ldsboy,, JE ROG 
LEGS sautéed in onion!” as the 
servant gathered up the innocent 
frogsmi nue aepoOtes 

“But these are all my children!” 
Dr. Stevenson said, with a wide 
opening gesture of his arms to the 
poor, creatures: 

“Righteeyoo!” I said. I 
motioned to the servant Pater to let 
them go, and they hopped for freedom. 

“Ourte right!) SAndithank= you; 


Basill» Léet‘s. return, tog theistudy tor 
a game of hammer.” He was always 
dragooning me into such escapades. I 


followed him into the long hallway 
towards his comfortable study where 
the cointreau awaited us. My thirst 
for vintages knew no bounds, I 
thovehte. 

“How about a race of super 
dachshunds?” Dr. Stevenson said, and 
his eyes began to flicker with 
helter-skelter frenzy. 

“Now now, old man we mustn’t 
tamper in Gawd'’s domain!” 

“Righteeyo. Tell you what. 
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iIMtinspotbyou 20spormnts onstheogame!” 
I smiled and gripped my way 
finding the hallway unlit as we 
guided our way back into the warm 
glowing fire in the hearth, laughing. 
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HISTORY OF COMICS—THE EARLY YEARS 
(PART 2) 


While the Kents found the 
spaceship with baby Clark outside of 
Smallville, Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Wayne 
and their son Bruce attended an opera 
when they were accosted by small-time 
crook Joey Chill” Whem trying to 
resist, Mr. and Mrs. Wayne were shot, 
with Bruce witnessing the foul deed. 
Bruce at that time vowed to fight 
crime when he became older. Asa 
teenager, to obtain anonymity, Bruce 
designed a costume and mask and 
fought crime under the name of Robin. 
Being inexperienced, Bruce 
temporarily abandoned his 
crimefighting career, preparing 
himself to do so when he was an 
adult. After inheriting the fortune 
of his parents upon reaching the age 
of twenty-one, Bruce, having no need 
to work because he was independently 
wealthy, was thinking of a way to 
terrify criminals the way they 
terrified everyday people, was 
startled by a bat which flew in 
through the window of the room where 
he’ was’ deing his thanking He 
designed a new costume with many 
gadgets; and thus ,*an Detective 
Comics #27, with a few modifications 
to be made in later years, would give 
us the origin of the caped crusader 
known as BATMAN. Thus was the 
beginning of a legend. 

Eleven issues later, the comic- 
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buying public was introduced to 
Richard Grayson, son of trapeze 
artists who were killed in an 
“accident” set up by a mob wanting to 
take over the circus. Bruce Wayne 
adopted then gave Dick the costume he 
himself had worn as a teenager. Thus 
Batman gained a sidekick known as 
ROBIN, the Boy Wonder. 

Another teenager, Billy Batson, 
was wondering what was drawing him to 
the abandoned subway tunnel under New 
YornkeCity.ay Upon ~ceachingritehe 
discovered a three-thousand year old 
wizard who was nearing the end of his 
life. He needed someone worthy of 
himself to pass his powers to. He 
was known as SHAZAM, and he had the 
powers of Solomon, Hercules, Atlas, 
Zeus, Achilles, and Mercury. All 
Billy had to do was speak the 
wizard’s name and he would be struck 
by majic thunderbolts that would 
change him into “the world’s 
mightiest mortal,” CAPTAIN MARVEL. 
Soon after, he discovered that he had 
a twin sister, Mary Bromfield, who 
had been separated from Billy at 
birth. She was also discovered to 
have the SHAZAM power, the initials 
allegedly naming female goddesses 
(although the goddess Zephyrus was 
actually male). Issues later, an 
entire family sprung up around 
Captain Marvel as well as famous 
villains such as Dr. Thaddeus Sivana 
(the first great super-villain in 
comics) and Captain Nazi. 

Captain Marvel, as well as 
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Batman and Superman, were the three 
most popular heroes of the late 1930s 
and early 1940s. A boatload of 
imitations of these three were soon 
to follow. In this era generally of 
bad Nazi art, US propaganda by the 
likes of the great John Ford and 
others, people were looking for 
heroes to worship aside from movie 
stars, that were indestructible and 
could literally win world wars for 
those who wished to use this new art- 
form of escapism. So Bob Kane 
(Batman), Jerry Siegel and Joe 
Schuster (Superman), and C. C. Beck 
(Captain Marvel) started a trickle 
that would become a flood of 
superheroes! (250s-by the’ time ‘the’U cs 
entered WW2). 
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Ninjas At the Circle K 


Three teenagers outa whack and 
walkman’s bejeweling their skulls with 
thunderbolts emblazoned in each were 
in that superior position of having 
caught a zombie bareassed munching on 
a pretty fairsized dog, a mutt who had 
been dead long before of the plague and 
now a noon meal. 

“You sure this dude ain’t getting 
loose?” 

WO Oi wes bee ht mp Ret Sieeez.om bie 
motherfucker don’t even know who is?” 

They had him tied up at a self 
service pump at the Circle F, where 
they had been stealing everything, 
mostly beer and pints, and candy and 
stuff, and he had been unconscious for 
a while, and that was when they had the 
good fortune of tying him to the Super 
Premium. Chris was the one that said 
he wanted to douse the man with gasoline 
and torch him up like a stoked piece a 
lighter fluid soaked charcoal. . These 
kids had somehow wangled a trip back 
inbogiworn, <sortatocssha trastallystupid 
toptiiiniesthat tthe, niahtecdie ga-The f{rub 
was that they already had the symptoms, 
so they might anyway. So there, Fucker. 

Jimmy was gorging himself with 
candy and trying to feed the zombie, 
who once looked like he was a good 
americans {casi enouo fe-high moral 
character, before his brains turned to 
shake-a-pudding and he started shitting 
all over himself, and eating pieces a 
people’s faces, and chewing on bloated 
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German Shepards which was a smorgas- 
fuckin-board from this sorry ass middle 
aged piece a shit! 

“We'd better bail, you fuckers 
ia ieok qiimny was having ae labtrer ful. 
it was growing tiresome, lighting 
firecrackers in the zombie’s hands and 
fhin®@erying -tor*pul the Polack cae 
firecrackers in his mouth, and the fuse 
was sparking and the think would explode 
all the time before the fuggin zombie 
fick ® could" get Wall "the way" in his 
mouth. 

“Frankenstein, you been watching 
television?”, Chris was asking, feeling 
that cherry kick form Vick’s Formula 
44 and a pint a rum that made him wanna 
puke. 

“See, he don’t even know who he 
is.” They reached into his back pocket 
as he lunged back and forth like a 
rodeo rider, His teeth snapping, his 
face fulla meanness like a cur. 

“Booka ths! This motherfucker 
was a State CPA supervisor?” 

“What rda hick @1e* that? *cnrre 
asked. The other little boy had passed 
out at the TRON machine, he had gotten 
this close to the biggest score before 
he retched that beer up ‘and “took @ 
little” snooze, “in- his!surfing “short 
pants and Air Jordans he had pissed 
used malt liquor all over himself. These 
little suburban badasses were no older 
than ten years. 

“What’s the worse thing we can do 
to this old piece a zombie dweebie?” 

“Man,© let® him go?”=™the® other 
skateboarding maniac said. “So he can 
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eat our fuckin feet and hands and rip 
Outs your, heart. and.eat. it. in,» front.a 
you like Indiana Jones Temple a fuggin 
doom?” He laughed. He reached for a 
quart of Miller Light. “He likes Miller 
Lrqintey’ 

The zombie swilled it as it poured 
around his throat and into his soiled 
ragged clothes smelling like a waste 
dump mostly. 

“This modderfucker stinks like 
Dogshit!” 

“You would too if you were eating 
dead bodies and shit!” the little surfer 
dudes who once revelled in PeeWee’s 
playhouse and graduated to daddy’s 
playboy foldouts hidden in the bed bureau 
drawer had somehow stepped over that 
little imaginary line. 

Wa Gehvitipnsrshit.) LHe stookethat 
Miller quart and broke it against the 
concrete. He held it up to the zombie’s 
face sol uoucning ees 


“No man! That man will 
PREBEBEREYVUUUUDULI Ss 
“WOW! FUCK!!! NEAT!!! 


The zombie screwed his face into 
the jagged edges. Once again, zombies 
were proved that they couldn’t feel 
pian, their central nervous systems 
having fainted a long time ago at least 
only now giving mixed signals from the 
warped guacamole brain. 

Blood trickled down into the man’s 
shirt, his face hideously gushing with 
scary whitest scars as he smiled as his 
face had nearly severed itself off. 
Jimmy had never seen that, Jimmy holding 
the bad end of a broken bottle and a 
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grown man purposely cutting himself 
badly, like this was better than GALIGA, 
Dude! 

The man smiled with his lower lip 
hanging by a thread of skin. Smiling 
with less than half a face, losing blood 
like a good zombie dweebie! 

“Mister Zombie! Do you want to 
take a bath?” Chris *Taugqneds now. 
Spiraling into a violent rush, the zombie 
was doomed now. 

This picked up the gas pump of 
regular unleaded. 

“Do you want to take a shower?” 
The zombie didn’t understand exactly, 
he just smiled and pulled that lower 
lip off, now detached. Oozing lesions 
of serious lacerations, punctures that 
glass would tend to make even on a 
zombie’s face, were oblivious, like a 
Sincere pleasure-pain more like a good 
shock feeling. 

The zombie smiled. Chris smiled, 
SComing =erghiteeup  mMrster" Go get a 
lighter Jimmy!” 

“I'm already ahead of you, Chris! 
Asswipe!” They laughed manically as 
the clearish yellow gasoline fell about 
the’ zombie, soaking into his clothes 
and skin. He smiled with a mouth that 
was much bigger now with ungodly extra 
with due to severely deep scar tissue 
razor sharp. The gas was being swallowed 
now by the zombie. 

SIE must taste’ kinda "goo," hun 
Mister Zombie!”", they laughed again, 
their pubescent tremolo voices cracking 


with delight. Jimmy came back with the 
lxghters 
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BWescaretyjust, torch himiip! Dude! 
Nols 

Chris shrugged him away with one 
arm. 

“No you listen dude! He is already 
dead by swallowing the gasoline! That's 
poisonous.” The zombie’s stomach was 
doings like saucuisinart.fromshell.. 

He began vomiting up paws and fur 
and a human ear. 

They looked down at the sidewalk 
at the ear. 

“Fawkin Grooossss! You’re dead, 
Mr. Zombie! Can you say DEAD?” The 
zombie gnarled at them, intense hate, 
that’s the only thing that really lasts! 

POkav ee aint gonna do acH 74 oJ immy, 
smiled and Chris put the hose back on 
its little holder as Chris was chugging 
a Cherry sloe gin half pint like he was 
BLO LOW ipso Oonmuch too fast... Theis 
skateboards stood standing up at the 
(Cig: Ghrices ilackeduscthe.bic, wighter 
over and over. The zombie was mesmerized 
Dyke! 

“Hey, just like YOUNG FRANKENSTEIN! 
He likes fire?” And he handed it to 
the zombie. The zombie used his few 
remaining stumped fingers and flicked 
Lie 

BiickampkaGke seLickien. to ..46-dropped 
it accidentally. Moaning and screeching 
with glee like a mongoloid in Wal-Mart 
witheeaspilece Of. styrofoam, orn,in ,toe 
Hong Kong toy section, getting all stiff 
over Hot Wheels. 

“See, Mister Zombie? TAMesyvour 
puppet Master .. .” Chris and Jimmy 
laughed and Chris gave him the lighter 
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again. SPIGeckuPrrcki.” -s. EPreK (FLAME 
ON!!!) And the zombie became immolation 
Tikela- walking” flaming’ carrot? Like 


James Arness as the Thing in “THE THING”. 
Hike on TEE’ VEEP!!! 

“FAR OUT”! “Gee!”. They exclaimed 
as barbecue filled the air with sweet 
dixie melody, the Zombie was flash frying 
and smiling at his own burnout! He 
fells ‘down chained” up stilt? Vand che 
boys ‘took’ off now’ running ‘with’ their 
skateboards in two , as they now feared 
the whole Circle K would go up like a 
roman candle! 

“Whoooo000e!” They jeered as they 
hauled punk ass outa that broken glass 
parking lot. They could find another 
convenience store where there wasn’t 
no fuckin GI Joe’s fuckin around and 
chasing them off. Telling them to get 
the fuck home asking them what was wrong 
with their fucking parents! They cheered 
wildly as the skateboard for at least a 
mile before their final destination! 
The fuggin the skateboard for at least 
a mile before their final destination! 
the fuggin Mini Mall! Cowabunga Dude! 
They were fucking gnarly! Teenage Mutant 
Ninja-Turt Fess 

Ninja Turtles could kick Adolescent 
Radioactive Black Belt hamsters asses 
any day of the week! Every comic book 
asshole knew that, and they looked behind 
them and the zombie and the Circle K 
just blew up, like a huge fuckin hundred 
feet high pop! and wham! and more of 
the same, and fire all over the place! 

“WOW!” was the final judgement call 
accorded their barbecue Mister CPA 
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accountant with the STATE! Asswiper! 
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Under the Influence 


Billy and his full time night woman, 
the acid squaw he packed named Gail, 
and their new dope connection just made 
it» back into town. 

“This. is! the partying” place <0 
be!”, Billy said as he peaked on a 
couple of blotters and saw shit as they 
tooled down I-12 at about 100 miles per 
second. 

“Look at the fuggin’ smorgasbord!”, 
he said. Nobody was saying anything. 
No time to worry about that. He hit 
the Sherwood Forest exit at about Mach 
ininehic Hl Caminoy” The classiec-rock 
station played antediluvian heavy metal. 
Slashing fuzztones coincided and bounced 
all over their interior. Hell, he could 
see ‘em. 

Gail laughed. She must be having 
one of those, again. He looked after 
her when she tripped weird. The car 
hit light speed. Billy couldn't see 
too good. The Cuervo he snorted to 
take the edge off his sharp tattered 
soul made him see the road all fuzzy, 


Swirling around. Hew couldntitiefoqeius 
through the windshield; he focused AT 
the windshield. God gave a man the 


right to move his molecules around until 
psychedelic substances came forth and 
they were good! *Thisvacidtguy nextrto 
him and Gail had last seen sanity back 
in 1985. Just a glimpse before he ran 
into a Catholic Church with nothinoson 
but a Golf Cap. He had run up to the 
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ALtamscoubooketonsachate bone fragment 
from a Saint 1700 years ago. He told 
them once that he knew it was there 
somewhere. He remembered from his 
Catechism classes, which was in the 
Age of Refromation, and told the priest 
af ™shem would. %Ghasedahim. around» the 
vestibules and the stations of the cross 
he just might get lucky and catch him 
by the organ!” Then he squatted on top 
of the Altar, ordained by the people in 
the audience (he thought they were 
cheering him). He commenced to defecate 
Lightmismack. dab Amto “the iGhalice, 
splattering the wine as the holy fecal 
bits fell, and then he started yelling 
that “Pope Innocent the 3rd, when he 
wasn’t having so many orgies, said that 
“Shit was vile spittle”. Then, according 
bo wnat hestolagerily, thecaltar*boys 
melted into statues with stigmata coming 
forth, Christ’s wound (or perhaps Saint 
Sebastians gaping mortal wound where 
yous couldestick. your) finger aun~éthere 
and squish around). 


A@sconge came fon ten thesy Lbongstand 
Winding Road”. VHey see That. Ss Qinyn a h 
time favorite noise! The Beatles! I 


got blistah’s on my fingers!” 

Gail began seeing Flying Wombats 
like as big as that ROC in the Popeye 
Cartoon of Ali Babba and the 40 thieves, 
(Open Saysme, ack ack ackaack ack!”). 

They all sang in ancient Sumerian 
tongue, toned vessel instruments of Old 
Man Gawd himself, who used to tour with 
the Allman Brothers, Billy thought. 

“The Long and Winding Road” played 
aime leash I4sstames|ssaccording eto ithe 
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SeCripeures® Blessed be the name of 
God. The Holy Mystery could not be 
understood, and the Holy Mystery will 
never be understood! That was the beauty 
SLFiicy Bee ys ehoughnee That biblical 
pageantry as Billy saw three camels 
and three wise men as he slowed down on 
the machmeter and the car finally touched 
the Earth. 

“Look, it’s zombie Wisemen!”. 

“There: Yarn@t no isuehY rng sas 
Zombies! Unless you try and perceive 
that they have a whole community 
somewhere. ” 

Billy recapitulated for the sixth 
time since they flew through Livingston 
Parish, holding their breath all the 
way through. They breathed once ina 
while, involuntary vagus nerve and all 
that. 

“They have discovered a whole new 
way of life, not like our antiquated 
system.” 

Gail suddenly laughed as the acid 
dealer was squeezing her breast as Billy 
smiled at her and let her “commune with 
friendly intentions, her nipples turning 
into eyeballs, and winked at him like 
Henry Matisse drew a painted beautiful 
eye converging at the zenith of what-it 
wastall ‘about@in® thesttrstiplimcerae. 
the acid man, whose name was never really 
remembered because he himself had 
forgotten that he even had a name, sucked 
on Gail”s' “suckling white breast like 
Tittinorelli’s®**’Madonna “with ‘Child? 
as Gail sang lead vocals on “Onward 
Christian@soldiers”™! “and suddenly the 
frock station began issuing forth 
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through sinister invisible penetrating 
electrical X-Ray’s Gregorian Chant, with 
a disco beat! “Man that Swings!” Rock 
on! 

“You know the ancient monks used 
Eousuck onemicrodots ts” ssGail cried dike 
Aeschylus at the Olympics, well before 
there was ever television coverage, 
before Jim McKay and the Agony of Defeat, 
as. the, incognito .acid man,, started 
dissolving and then solidifying as his 
lips nurtured her light tan nipple had 
suddenly become the central point of 
the Universe, during the Refromation, 
that is 

The gregorian Catt, ue Weg 
multicolored layers, like sheets of 
sound yeah, like John Coltrane and his 
swe 

Wi Ee INngK aL. Gea Se sucking 
your right nipple?, or am I seeing that 
in my wonderful secret place, my 
expanding imagination?” Gail laughed, 
as she knew the way billy was looking 
through his eyes as he stomped it through 
red lights, the accelerator pedal that 
really was a time machine clutch, and 
would take then a million years into 
the future, except the earth wasn’t in 
Hitec. Orbutalnpath?Psitewas nwayeover,.of 
the other side. 

Se chenkeehemneallyigis a5 % I 
didn? tufeel like:making him £111 out a 
questionnaire because he told me he 
used to go back in time, and go visit 
people and start lynch mobs throughout 
europe, and do nasty things to famous 
people to fuck them over real bad. Hee, 
hee she giggled over and over. Shake a 
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pudding swirling around, banana flavored 
artificial medulla and served with dry 
white toast and a beverage of your 
chorcey 

“That’s right, “the acid head who 
had not been baptized because he didn’t 
remember it, especially that part where 
the old people say, “I reject Satan!”, 
which was highly tasteless. 

“IT used to go to the Louve, the 
New York Museum or Art, and right in 
front of God and everybody, I would 
find a Gaugin with great big floppy 
aesthetuic ®tittLles “and ‘commence “te 
tossing toffrethatt's) Ta7gh tw beatrugqany 
meat, because I tell you, I graduated 
from *Swank;,- Stag,” "Gent? Cavalier, 
Hustler, Gallery, and Reader’s Digest. 
You know, you can just about even jerk 
off to Hyrotymosh Bosch, Picasso, well 
Early Picasso, and most? ofall, yanking 
your crank *whrle Starting up aeethe 
Sistine Chapel, ...”, he went comatose, 
and found he could not blink his eyes 
anymore or make a fist : 

Billy began prosthelatizing about 
thetmatter of." 222." Youtknow? -thererns 
really vavecentral Nest lof these mutate 
Blosheviks, these teenage Trotskies, 


these" Schoolboy? beninee mer. eerGar) 
tried to touch her navel with her tongue, 
ontthe insiderk?="" Scouldn  eebe "done. 


“Gawd said it, Gawd meant it, even 
though he was diagnosed as a severe 
paranoid schizophrenic regarding the 
Matter aee. Schatten 

“Go™“on,. Gall” said7= pull ingmsune 
other most holy revered teat out in 
front of Gawd and everybody ... “You 


Ly, 


GOUBOuUDPaALcCention: + ' Tes" elShelgiggled 
to high heaven. The acid head actually 
believed he was munching on a Goat’s 
udder, like the poor children in Bunuel’s 
surrealist, “Lost Olividados”, and still 
hadn’t said a mumbling word, but sucked 
back the transubstantiated whiskey and 
remembered to swallow once the liquid 
was in his mouth. What are you gonna 
do? 

“And yea, though they slew the 


goatysand camevforth™.m-. Okay,~there 
Toso ecOLEROLachi ng ara. bLob,mnest aaLake 
that movie, “Them”, in the drainage 


pipes with Eelthings infested inside 
this greenish goo!” 

“How do you know?”, Gail said. 

“T heard it from any connection 
that’s in the Army. He and some other 
heads were scouting around Devil’s Swamp 
and sucking back Nitrous Oxide that 
they had copped, at the dentist’s office, 
cause they were full up with pharmacy 
ecutt ~ all whey, .couldycook “down and 


shoot up, and they saw this BLOB!”, It 
was the way he said it, she thought. 
“How big?” 


eDon teyou.ever jsayvanything 2?) if 
I really thought you were sucking on 
this Woman high Priest’s breasts, I 
would perhaps drop you off at Alpha 
Centauri like a fuggin Heinlien novel, 
and you would be so old by that time 
even though the people on Earth aged 
100 million times more, you would come 
back and eventually fuck your won Great, 
Crean Great, ~Great.. «1. Granddaughter, 
and she would have your kid, and. : 

“ijius tat inash wdesicribing the 
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gelatinous thing. Tease Che Ac ra 
head stopped his breast feeding and 
she put her rack of sweater meat back 
in the constrictive apparatus, and was 
still twinging from arousal, truly 
ordained like the Madonna with child, 
thatiiwas “before” Otto: Titsling Nadeput 
hie mind tor work? (and .- = = -wel : 

“Okay tls Sen Orr te, Ss big like 
100 feet dlong) “and Tt’ siicomingroutetor 
the drain pipes, and it is maybe alive, 
Cornette or its Synbrecre” Withee cic 
snakes, and there is this big queen 
Eelthing manifested from all that. 

“You got lying eyes regarding the 
matter!”, came out of the blue from the 
lizard King reincarnated, all sliced 
eye slits from neath fancying eurotrashy 
sunglasses. 

“He has spoken!”, BPs, Sate 
not’ even looking forward, ~which ‘he 
presumed that was they way they were 
moving and all. Matter properties of 
physics? a™corte of eoleaving™ to’ ther 
whole inertia thing. 

“Man; “you "could use your? mouth 
good suekling me, “but “vow, actually 
speak!”. Gail said,k and Billy remained 
censorious without realizing that was 
what he was doing. 

“Okay, I saw the damned thing!” 
Billy yelled rather amusingly. He put 
his arm around his, earth mother * Gail 
who suddenly saw stacks of corpses, 
exquisite indeed, rising flesh, a rather 
putrid ambiance all about the white 
elongated slab, there were cars like 
locust shells, perfectly good Chevies, 
Ford, the ying and yang of American 
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Motors, Plymouths, Chryslers, Volvo's, 
and Toyotas, all pushed to the side by 
a yellow Caterpillar thing with a man 
in a space at the helm! Was he going 
to catapult like a brick moon into the 
harnessed heavens? 

“Are you seeing spacemen around?”, 
Gail asked, she wanted confirmation on 
tactile and sight data immediately. 

“ROTC bastards! Honey, those are 
ROTZEE men, lean and thin and raping 
and pillaging us good people!” 

“I tell you, they are SPACEMEN . 
.", She lingered on that manic thought. 
Spacemen, coming down from the fleecy 
skies. The smoke fog banks of putrid 
incensing chemical plants burning in 
the distance, it was like “The Road 
Warrior”, without that great soundtrack 
of course. There, in the direction of 
Exxon, the Mother of invention, was 
huge funnelling clouds of smoke just 
incredulously billowing up, inversions, 
curvy mushroom pillars bursting forth, 
shooting ever upwards, the sky was where 


the spacemen had come down. Keep 
watching the skies! Heed me! Keep 
watching the skies. Phe arocks1 6401 1: 


requiems of sacred music were blasting 
from. the scabinvotpethesEUsCamino, eis 
rocket. thrusters. hurtling wit.,through 
until . . . Billy slowed down, perhaps 
it was a denouement of his LSD trip, a 
surceasing, a quelling, a sobering? 
Besides, men in space suits were flipping 
him off, waving at him, as if he had 
the audacity to go 100 miles per second. 
He was barely humming at 88 miles per, 
tunneling through the morass of dead 
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and dismembered, that foul odor was 
hitting them and it was one of Gaw’'s 
little miracles that they were slinging 
psychedelic chicken nuggets about the 
small vinyl chamber of the El Camino. 

Was that a Mexican name for a car/ 
truck? Keep your eyes on the road. Or 
was it the skies, from whence spacemen 
jumped their mother ship, a large 1000 
foot long Buick Roadmaster, circling 
Our Ansignificant’ mote’ -dust™ globute-: 
Oh year, he was harping on the BLOB 
phenomena. The blob, the gelatinous 
blob ‘ 

“Okay, I’m telling ya, about two 
months ago I was dropping some incense 
with some Catholic priests down at 
Devil’s Swamp. If you don’t believe 
they were priests just ask me, they 
wore black robes, they knew latin, what 
are you gonna think? 

“Tell Easy Rider here the true 
facts now”, Gail giggled. 

‘Okay? op “washatepunch! ofeamy 
outlawish Mississippi friends, we had 
just come from a long deathride from 
Franklin County, Mississippi. «#0 ce was 
Jimmy Craig, David Allen, and some other 
guy who didn’t say much. We had found 
a half dead possum that we had dropped 
off in Bude at the quarters where the 
brothers live. i’ put) "a scouples bucks 
down on that floating crap game in the 
back of a Ford pickup truck? and lost* 
and they did give us a half pint of Jim 
Beam for the possum, fair trade.” 

TLOU-aLe "starting toosraribaciks. 

- get onpwith it!, 'she"saidias*theracid 
head began trying to use his eyes like 
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electrical x-rays to see those Madonna 
milk duds beneath her angel shirt, and 
she began getting an itching for lips 
around her mouthwatering orbs. 

“Well, we came down Highway 61 
and we thought we saw the Nuclear reactor 
at River Bend melting, the concrete 
terminal look just melting like a surreal 


dream. But it might have been those 
Microdots cleansing us John Lennon 
style. “By the way, did y’all hear 


about the prison thing? Every goddamn 
killer, on) the road is ‘outa .the.pen! 
They massacred all those mongoloids at 
the Jackson Facility? Hey, that sounds 


alliterative ... The Mongolian Massacre 
. Let’s see, how about the Waterhead 
wipeout?” 


“Now that’s not appropriate talk 
for a good Christian acidhead? What 
would God think?”, Gail said, seeing 
more corpses stacked as they whizzed 
off the Interstate to Airline Highway, 
Highway 61 where God said “Abraham, 
biLlemegawson®. si/a%.¢The men anwvlittle 
spacesuits were rummaging through 
everything as dusk hit the place rather 
condescendingly, evocative of a 
splashing in the air of golden clouds 
with silver linings amidst the orange 
and crimson soon to follow. iriwtact 
the sky appeared to be bursting through 
a dense motley group of clouds that had 
fromed in the exact shape of John, Paul, 
George, and Ringo. The moon-topped 
lads* from Jliverpool smiling. at them 
and their perjured vision, their eyeless 
in Gaza blindness like Aldous Huxley 
must have felt when he was munching 
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Peyote buttons right under the Hollywood 
Sign where his house was, ana Dens 
Lawrence was kicking cans in the Hot 
Arizona desert pining for socialistic 
communes in the wild west, amidst bovine 
skulls bleached. 

They were wizened and struck 
pecubivarty= by + the’ obi beaterctoud 
fromations, as the rock n’ roll cascaded 
into their airsealed*space cabins © eThe 
El Camino careened through stacks of 
Corpses, ‘and Votfering= rocm Spacemen 
fivehing “therr*® own Diack marker 
treasures of Captain Cortez. 

“Now Honey, you know God is playing 
Bass in the Allman Brothers band, right 
next to Don Johnson warbling about the 
country, at least he was back in the 
early seventies when people still 
remembered how to have a good time amidst 
the frenzy of the tail end of the 
Expertencing=60°ss 


“Oud Ce -rmight)47e she said and’ 7t 
up a badly rolled double-papered dread 
monstrosity of locoweed. “One of these 


days we will find out the story”. 

“Okay, now we were rummaging around 
the Landfill down there, looking for 
our respective heads, you know how that 
Can’ be "4 9." "He ®began® tom pays more 
attention to the «forward directional 
vector sthat "the le le waninomsehad 
spearheaded. 

“We started wading through that 
maze of sewer pipes, and we observed a 
whole menagerie of withered kooks, which 
were the zombies, all laying in some 
greenish huge ectoplasmic egg sac with 
eelthing snakes twitching. I mean, it 
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filled a thirty or forty foot area in 
that maze of tunnels. Right where they 
all drain. Now if these things, these 
nests like that movie, “The Blob” are 
in pockets of geographical intensity, 
like in the Atchafalaya swamp, in the 
Comite River out near Denham Springs, 
and in Thompson Creek, and across the 
river by Dow Chemical, like some people 
on the news had speculated, then this 
place is infested with some mutant 
monstrosity that just won’t go away!” 
That was too much for the Madonna with 
Child, posing-byerintorel 11 ssthe. salty 
Ease nonin) evo luckedstrom nis caro ins: 
the acid head, just like Lady MacBeth! 

“So people are starting to come 
back into town because they all have 
had their inoculations, even though the 
military and government people are 
urging themeito~+stay out untilea real 
permanent cure can ensure safely 
these nests of monstrous evolutionary 
egg sacks are growing, expanding, full 
of poisonous and disease carrying 
insanity, the danger is still there . 

“Right honey! The whole parish 
and border parishes are right back into 
like the Middle Ages!” The acid head 
was shaking his head, and Billy thought 
he saw him remove his head with his own 
two hands and put it in his lap! wow, 
neallyiqoodsacia! iInbparecut! 

“And we probably shouldn't be back 
detown eupher)eright?)rGailysaid: 

Vw atimeiwee Cane go! month: ito 
Mississippi, or we can go south to New 
Orleans. 
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“Let's hit the “French (Quarter 
Flaming Dr. Peppers at the Gold Mine 
bar ! Pat O’Briens’ watching the two 
hags playing “Sally Swinging on the 
back door gate” and pass out ina large 
Dlantepote tharmnolds just one drunk. 

“And get the opportunity to puke 
in Falkner’s old apartment in Pirates 
Alley, or step in fecal matter from 
bums right next*to’ St. hours Cathedral 

“Ore Dettermiyet, Nit tLhesvoodoc 
shops and get really wicked...” The 
El Camino had homed in on I 10, once 
back on the white terminal concrete 
Slab as nightfall hit, and New Orleans, 
the Emerald City beckoned them out of 
the Middle Ages. 
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SCIENCE FICTION AND HORROR 
GIMMICKS IN CINEMA 


When television burst upon the 
American scene in the late 1940s 
there was felt to be a need to give 
the public something that I could not 
get on television. 

Arch Obeler was the first to 
devise a gimmick for his movie Bwana 
Devil known as 3-D. Obeler was a 
radio pioneer who thought the 3-D 
effect using polarized lenses and the 
showing of various objects being 
thrust at the viewer would 
revolutionize cinema. This did not 
work as well as planned because 
extended viewing caused headaches and 
biluriuveav sion es —Atterfoeneinitial mid- 
fifties boom 3-D died out until the 
early 1980s when it enjoyed a brief 
revival. 

A master of the gimmick was the 
low-budget filmmaker William Castle. 
In House on Haunted Hill with Vincent 
Price, this movie used the gimmick 
“Emergo.” This consisted of a 
plastic glow-in-the-dark skeleton 
suspended on a theater wire which 
appeared to move into the audience at 
the climax of the movie. After an 
initial skeleton injured a Castle 
employee, a lighter skeleton was 
devised that did not work any better 
due to pranksters shooting it with BB 
guns. Castle was undaunted by this 
gimmick’s failure and developed his 


146 


most famous gimmick for the Vincent 
Price movie The Tingler, 1960. This 
was “Percepto,” which was an 
electrical shock device attached 
beneath the seats of moviegoers. 
During the climax the Tingler monster 
is supposed to invade the actual 
theater and to stimulate the monster 
effect, where the monster invaded the 
spinal column, thus “tingling” them 
to death unless the screamed. The 
theater owner pressed the percepto 
button, giving his audience an 
equivalent shock. William Castle 
even had a chair in his office wired 
with this gimmick. Other Castle 
innovations were the “fright break” 
which were seat belts attached to 
theater seats, and “illusiono,” which 
was a variation on 3-D. In Castle’s 
Macabre a lesser gimmick not actually 
used in the course of the motion 
picture was the act of taking out 
“fright insurance” on theatergoers 
although some suggested a “boredom 
insurance” being better for that 
film. Other Castle pictures such as 
i Saw What You-Did*econtain no 
gimmicks” 

A later 1950s film entitled My 
World Dies Screaming used a gimmick 
called “psych6tramal’” IE %iLSs-the now 
banned use of subliminal editing into 
a movie. This movie edited such 
horrifying objects as skeleton 
pictures and the word “blood,” and 
coffin pictures for periods of less 
than one second at different points 
in the movie. This gimmick did not 
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work for this particular movie, 
although some theater-owners used it 
successfully to raise concession 
sales. Laws were changed to prohibit 
this in the late ‘60s. 

Another gimmick-user was Ray 
Dennis Steckler. He created the 
gimmick of “Hallucinogenic 
Hypnovision” for his movie Incredibly 


Strange Creatures Who Stopped Living 


and Became Mixed-Up Zombies. This 
gimmick told audiences they would be 


actually surrounded by movie 
monsters, which ended up being 
theater ushers dressed up as movie 
monsters wielding cardboard knives 
when a spinning wheel appeared at 
various times in the movie. It was 
also used for a later movie entitled 
The Maniacs are Loose. 

One of the most famous gimmicks 
used in movies was “Sensu-round” 
originally used for Earthquake and 
later used for the theatrical release 
of the TV-movie Battlestar 
Gallactica. This featured a device 
which shook the theater seats during 
the earthquake sequences. Theaters 
unable to afford this gimmick found 
they could achieve an equivalent 
effect by turning up the sound volume 
of the theaters to maximum volume. 

In later years the quality of 
stories was looked upon as being more 
important than the use of gimmicks 
and no major gimmicks have been used 
inerecent’yearse*oBut for students of 
cinema looking and examining these 
gimmicks over the years, these make 
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for! anwinterésting#@sidelignht. 


149 


HORROR IN THE COMICS 
A Nonfiction Article by Rock Dollar 
(Bili.Stoner) 


Science Fiction was important to 
comics, «but it was horror that made 
comics what they are today. Horror 
was not really popular before the 
head of educational comics, William 
B. Gaines, decided to make horror the 
biggest part of his publishing. 

Tales from the Crypt, Shock Suspense 
Stories, and Vault of Horror featured 
6-page stories in which 
decapitations, mutilations, and 
various objects going through brain 
matter or eyeballs were common. 

Seduction of the Innocent by J. 
Frederick Wertman was based on these 
stories and other horror material 
that had been published. This book 
caused a great outcry among adults 
who classified all comics as being 
evil and coming straight from the 
Devil. The comics companies cleaned 
their own house by creating the 
Comics code Authority before the 
government did. E. C. stopped 
publishing comics within two years of 
the creation of the comics code, and 
all that remains of them today is MAD 
Magazine. 

After the code all sorts of 
monsters from Frankenstein to 
Godzilla were used in comic books. 
Few were successful. The rare 
exceptions were Swamp Thing, created 
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by Len Wein and Berni Wrightson, and 
Marv Wolfman’s Tomb of Dracula. 
Others such as The Unexpected and 
Secrets of Haunted House and Chamber 
of Chills were among the many which 
weren’t up to par. Eventually: 
Marvel Comics killed off most of its 
monsters, including an issue of Dr. 
Strange which wiped out all of the 
vampires in the Marvel Universe. DC 
canceled its horror titles one by one 
unter eres” last enorror auenology. 
House of Mystery was canceled in 
early 1986. But it was revived using 
the mistress-of the-dark; ELVIRA “to 
bridge gaps between the horror 
stories. Swamp Thing, a title 
revived in 1981, after being driven 
into the ground in the early ‘70s, 
was on the verge of cancellation in 
1983 when a writer named Alan Moore 
took it over and made it the most 
award-winning comic book series of 
the years 1984-1986. Elvira’s House 
of Mystery is not selling any better 
than the original House of Mystery 
and appears to be on the verge of 
cancellation again. 

Despite the history-making 
status of “horror comics, “they ere 
generally held “in-such tow regard 
today that major publishers are 


unwilling to gamble on putting new 
ones out. 


ey 


At The Door Of Faulkner’s Apartment 


As usual, Steve and I don’t know 
if Paul is alive or not since his 
last suicide threat from Alexandria, 
Louisiana. 

We lived on West Church street 
in Hammond, the computer row of older 
college students who were thwarted by 
recessions-in the oil industry, and a 
recent divorce which twisted Steve’s 
mindsanbitaebootian. aoWeswere 
nontraditional men who had deigned 
themselves a series of rented houses, 
replete with gardens festooned with 
red, green and yellow peppers. We 
had black iron skillets, stolen cable 
television, and an assorted group of 
hanger’s on who made it their 
business to come over and feast on 
splendorous foods like deer roasts in 
thick brown roux gravy. Steve's 
gumsos wererchock siull ef-artificial 
crab meat and korean oysters, and 
okra and chicken and filet. The only 
vice besides liquor most of these 
guys had in the midst of carving out 
their paradisio was that occasional 
bout with marijuana, in which I had 
long since lost interest. They were 
termed seventies throwbacks by me. I 
was the best one to subsist on 
bourbon after hours of studious 
application of computer texts which 
was never retained after a day or 
two, due to my lack of bent towards 
science and mathematics and 
programming. I would rather watch 
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artbeiims: 

A very thin, old grandmother, 
Martha lived next door. She would 
always get Steve and me to purchase a 
suitcase pack of Milwaukee’s Best, 1n 
return for Mississippi humor and 
fried catfish. She was seen 
constantly drunk in the middle of the 
afternoon. I found out later that 
her husband had been killed in WwW II. 

But Paul, next door, was a 
flagrant bird. He had long beautiful 
Manesof hair (forvasquy) “that “Spring; 
unlike last year when he sported 
reasonable hair and an immense 
rattail at the back of his neck. He 
lived next door. He carefully tended 
his garden. He even tried to make a 
potato mulch patch which was doomed 
from the start. Early in the morning 
I would go into his garden to sneak 
all sorts of peppers and garlic and 
onions to go into the hash browns 
that Steve made so skillfully. There 
was always coffee to be zapped in the 
microwave. Then, Margaret, a “new 
wave” girl (as I called her) from 
another generation to come, always 
came way too early for Steve to 
troubleshoot her flawed programming. 

Paul had chased his roommate out, 
because: Paul)’ drank all Sthestime, Mand 
blacked!out; “and! sald \thinges] fies? 
He skipped his computer classes 
incessantly, and it wasn’t uncommon 
that he dropped out of school each 
semester. He accorded himself %a kind 
of purgatory or limbo, where he would 
not progress in his education, but 
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still manage to keep body and soul 
together with bailing wire and 
mousse. I became quite fond of him, 
and he always got my leftover 
“Village Voice**s. It was the 
liberal New York magazine that 
supposedly New Yorkers did not read, 
but I did, because I had never been 
there. It always kind of displaced 
me somehow just knowing what was 
going on in the celebrity nightlife 
and what films showed there which 
never made it down to Louisiana. 
Paul had this time resigned from 
the university, and he would not 
answer his door whenever I knocked. 
The little cottages we had were so 
AkInmcoLanuLopraLto.me, Jakes) oH: 
Lawrence’s ranch in New Mexico. 

Our back yard was fraught with 
hellacious mud puddles. Mr. Puma, 
the land lord would come around for 
the rent money and to chat with us. 
He was a very old Italian man who 
wonloLtelLle@useqoreanis.ticentious 
affairs and other scholarly tidbits. 
We threw barbecues and halloween 
parties in the back yard. The train 
would come by, which we jumped once 
on a previous Mardi Gras when it 
mysteriously snowed and we were 
tanked up on Albertson’s Vodka. 

But Paul had come to me one 
particular night. We were in the 
Steve’s kitchen, and Paul had just 
finished running ten miles. Paul 
would get on those health jags, and 
subsequently get smashed on a bottle 
of rum) ithus ruining himself. \He had 
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a unique face, that of a fool’s face. 
A partyingetool-oeh mocreey 
countenance that made you want to 
like*him.”” Girls* loved> him, “he: had 
that wicked smiling face of perpetual 
happiness. 

But Paul had told me he was 
bisexual, and I was now the sole 
bearer of his secret. I had always 
wondered how come he raved so much 
after reading those Village Voice 
articles about Aids and gay rights, 
that I glossed over, only reading 
Cinema;“Art, Politics, “Dance; 
theatre. He would get really stirred 
up after spending a large bulk of the 
lazy afternoons laboring over the 
liberal pulp newspaper. He was 
invaluable, a fixture in computer 
row. 

Steve was constantly in admiring 
intellectual conversations with me. 
He had read all of Barth, Pynchon, 
Kesey, and everything else. I had 
deemed him a cyberpunk, or rather a 
computer cowboy. He possessed a dark 
black beard which hid him from the 
anguish of his recent divorce and got 
him through the ubiquitous crap 
accorded to men of our age“that still 
weren’t finished with college like 
the rest of our fost tqeneretion. 
Steve was a master programmer and was 
from the Mississippi foothills in 
Franklin country. Hevstill hadoa 
vacant and hardly used home on a 
piece of land near his parents, with 
a muscadine vineyard in his large 
backyard, which went downward into a 
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gulch, and a three legged cat named 
Bob, and other cats which ate field 
mice in the vineyard and woods when 
the cat food ran out. .Steve was a 
fine man shaped from offshore 
drilling platforms and 72 hour 
shifts. He would fancy to tell me 
apocryphal tales about legendary and 
obscure triumphs of awing wonder 
which are too bawdy to repeat. 

But Paul had come out of the 
closet. To me. I respected him even 
more. He just grew on you. Nobody 
would have guessed or cared about 
such matters as his ambiguous 
sexuality. It completed him as a 
person, I thought. He would often 
beg me for liquor. He had a thirst 
for vintages and that doomed drinking 
binge thing that he would delve into. 

Sometimes hurricanes would come 
and we would still drink. 

Steve’s various girl acquaintances 
would be lured into our den of 
iniquity, often like everyone else, 
to watch illegal cable. Margaret the 
new waver girl with the Moped, would 
insist on playing her SMITHS and INXS 
and U2 albums for us. 

cewouldedo sanimy sroomsand:playslate 
romantic symphonies. Steve’s 
computer was our landmark, an anchor 
which enable our freedom from having 
to slave away in a sober setting in 
those horrendous computer terminal 
rooms where you had to fight for a 
terminal. That leading edge computer 
was the mainstay and symbolized our 
triumphing over college as a stifling 
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arenavor pantheon. 

Paul did not have a car, he went 
everywhere by the use of one of 
Steve's bicycles. He would ride away 
for- hourstana hours, onlys#to- retura 
late at-nignts He* lived" forzhzs 
various pleasure, and that was one of 
them. But occasionally he would ask 
me to take him to get some 
cigarettes. We went to the little 
corner store down the street next to 
the stygian graveyards that I often 
thought about. There he was eying 
with libidinous ecstatic pleasure the 
countrified blond man at the 
register, giving him a lurid smile 
and getting quite riled up sexually. 
Outside Paul was telling me, “Oh, 
honey) {het s*mine.">“AlPV thise cime 
Paul had never spoken to me about 
such matters. But now he was out of 
the closet so I might have screwed 
things up by maliciously telling the 
dreaded secret. He was Out? Wasn’t 
he?« *2f- could notPrestrainymyse lt: 

But I meant well. 

Steve and the others took it well, 
with jJuSst© avhint..6finssdious 
luridness. Paul came over one night 
in the middle of the night, while I 
was sleeping well drunk off insolent 
Chablis, and Paul unknowingly pecked 
steve ‘on the lips») falter barging 
into our house. Steve was so gone he 
didn’t remember the peck. Paul was 
as manic and maniacal as anyone would 
ever be. If Steve had not been 
unconscious he wouldn’t have 
appreciated it toosmuch] ier-Tauched 
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at the sight. 

“It’s my birthday, goddammit,” Paul 
said, imbued with innocent drunken 
happiness. 


When the Jimmy Swaggart scandal 
hit the tabloid airwaves, Paul was 
the first to tell me: “He gets caught 
with a sleazy dirty woman ina 
vietnamese hotel on airline highway. 
Kinky dehelove it. 

I said, “Well he’s got the same 
feelings below his belt like any 
other man”, which I was quoting from 
“Hud”, the movie with Paul Newman. 
fHehcejustea, cracker.” 

“Yes, I know Michael, but you 
don’t understand! This guy is a sick 
DUupDY aes Leovesl tl) (Sick spuppy.!;,."ehe 
kept saying over and over. 

That clown face of utter bliss, 
the ghetto blaster resounding forth 
his jamming dance party music in hip 
hop singsong where the neighbors 
would almost have to read him the 
riot act. I looked at him there, on 
the. buntlespatzo,cisolickingains his 
little Berchesgarten, in all the 
flowers of Sodom and Gomorrah. The 
gillyflowers were sprouting forth, 
the little wire fence skirting a 
smal parteofehissback yard, fidled 
with honeysuckle, and Oedipus amongst 
the illuminated fronds. 

During the long vac of Christmas 
Steve and I shared a large portion of 
vodka and hot sauce with him until I 
thought my stomach was going to split 
like old wineskin from endorphins and 
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iequon., aecuicity, pleasurable 
mixture. 

But now it was nearing Mardi 
Gras. I had not been there in ages, 
since I was a little boy, having 
missed carnal licentious ravings and 
madness in lundi fashion. But Steve 
and Kelly and I were going. Paul was 
going to be left out, because we were 
only ttaking™“areveryr tiny (car a ard we 
could not fit the extra person. 

I came to Paul’s rescue. He just 
had to go with us. I demanded that 
insisted that he could somehow fit in 
my car and we could follow them 
across the causeway bridge over Lake 
Ponchartrain from the northshore into 
that ribald festive madness 
unheralded anywhere else in the 
world. 

Steve reluctantly agreed. 

Kellly'sadd,- Het suet ror oO 
gqetetost and "drunk su sir nerger = 
Lostie i ramInot’ Go2rngeno Line Game 

Truly a legend or apocryphal story 
in the making. 

We swung by Covington to pick up 
Kelly, whom I lusted for. She was 
Steveeicurrent: pearrnemnninirs raves 
to forget the wite he? lost "Steve 
insisted/that: the’ rttt int the 
marriage was because his ex-wife kept 
buying those books with titles like 
“Smart, Women; Stupid» Men"-" Tt ehaa 
once seen Steve sobbing in his room, 
his rifle in plain’ view; Serving 
through his beard in sorrow and pain 
to me, his eyes swollen and red. I 
could hardly appease him at that 
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bime rebuttal. itrieck. 

Our temporal existence was a 
constant intercession of strangers 
hoping for programming problems and 
to eat whether fine food Steve could 
rustle up. Sometimes it was 
macrobioticastinesfry;«sometimes.it 
was the 2000 calorie breakfast, three 
eggs, wheat toast, bacon, breakfast 
chop, cajun hash browns, plenty of 
brewed coffee. I remember fondly the 
coffee as something out of 
Steinbeck’s “In Dubious Battle”. 

Life was bliss here. 

So that weekend of Mardi Gras, 
before Lent, we went off on our grand 
adventure, across the causeway with 
flasks of Gin and Bourbon. Paul’s 
face was like a smiling stuffed toy 
animal, and his out-of-the-closet 
secret long ago revealed to all and 
duly accepted. I just knew we were 
in for something sublime. 

We parked just outside the French 
Quarter, immediately soaking in the 
cosmopolitan streets, the lampposts, 
the shuttered windows, the smells of 
a european city that was so old it 
should have been disinfected. We 
walked by the Cathedral and the 
Cabildo which had not yet then burned 
down. Steve stunningly proclaimed 
that he was on some uncontrolled 
substance which I was frightened of 
and did not condone. My particular 
demon was only ample proportions of 
fine bourbon, or cheap bourbon, an 
anomaly that completed itself. Paul 
had whispered to me that he was going 
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to take us on a grand guided tour of 
the notorious gay bars which were, he 
insisted Vfl ledwwithe cue most 
bizarre creatures and by the french 
quarter ‘s standards, that was truly 
hard to believe. We all walked by 
the Cathedral. I wondered where on 
St. Ann street that bar was where the 
novelist Malcolm Lowry was once with 
his wife Marguerite typing away the 
third draft of UNDER THE VOLCANO in 
the forties. We walked down Pirate’s 
alley, the bookstore which was once 
Faulkner’s apartment. Tennessee 
William’s apartments were dotted all 
over, and the girl in the Faulkner 
bookstore told me that Anita Loos and 
Sherwood Anderson had stayed once in 
a small hotel down the street over a 
couple of blocks. I stood there in 
reverence, all of us in a drunken 
state, and Steve led me out. We 
were all pretty plastered. We had 
been transformed tonight just by 
being in the middle of riotous 
maligned crowds of seven deadly sins 
and a few more that they were making 
up as they went along. I was, of 
course, hoping to see the ribald 
revealing of female anatomy, which I 
had heard went on yearly. We were 
walking down bourbon street and a man 
on the balcony pulled his pants down 
to his ankles, and his shirt up ‘to 
his neck, displaying himself to the 
world. I figured it was because he 
was tired of the pristineness, the 
purity of the crowd. The crowd below 
had formed whenever someone from the 
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balcony had begun to throw beads down 
the usual refrain of “Show your t- 
ts”, the catchword for hedonism thus 
revealed. 

We walked further now on Royal, 
and had flaming Dr. Peppers at the 
Gold Mine, an inconsequential bland 
bar. They were the only ones who 
allowed lighting a shot glass full of 
iequovsandecdroppingatt.anto abdratt 
beer, which did exactly taste like a 
regular Dr. Pepper. 

We made it to see the Endymion 
parade on Canal on the fringe of the 
French Quarter, now it was dark. My 
god, the noise of the masses! The 
crowd was so packed together that 
many of us in the middle were almost 
bermcacrushedmielisawasea bit 
frightening. The N’awlins cops 
somehow miraculously discovered a man 
Carrying algun, in the crowd)in; his 
pocket. He was summarily taken away. 
The various regaled stars of the 
parade came forth. Smokey Robinson, 
Spuds Mackensie, the dog from the 
beer ads, and Heather Locklear. The 
crowd swooned and the white pearled 
draping beads were cupped gracefully 
from their pegs like rosaries, and 
tossed about the pleased throng. 
After the parade, the crowd took a 
shape of its own, a mass of people 
likesa sentient: entity, it throbbed 
back and forth, with Steve and Kelly 
and Paul and I in the middle, and 
everyone but Paul and I of our little 
group were not on some 
hallucinogenic. What kind of terrain 


162 


in those mississippi foothills made 
Steve a well-read outlaw who imbibed 
killjoy alchemist powders mixed with 
Jim Beam? Suddenly Paul broke loose 
from the crowd and us, releasing my 
lifeline hand just as the crowd 
unknowingly squeezed the life’s 
breath out of us in the middle. One 
could see and hear the panic from the 
sufferers, us included. 

Paul told me, “I’‘ll meet you at 
the corner“of St. vAnnVand Royal; 9tand 
walked into the night air, holding 
his drink half-cocked awry, a modern 
miracle. I was puzzled with how I was 
to get the rest of our party out of 
there, them being stoned out of their 
rubber minds. 

We got out and under Paul’s 
instructions started for St. Ann when 
suddenly Steve halted and started 
like he was psychically drawn back 
into the fray of the parade crowd. 

“No, Steve”, I pleaded, “Come on, 
we've got to find Paul”, and I looked 
at him and his eyes were blazing and 
waxed over ina sheen, a smile flat 
on his face’ Kelly#*too: “She wasn’t 
saying much, and hiccupping. 

We walked down St. Ann forever, 
past those ugly mysterious shuttered 
buildings; and two"derelicts 
squatting against the wall, one hand 
over their faces, in pantegruelian 
anguish. "T could not "resist, "I gave 
all my loose change to one. 
Perfunctorily, I wasn’t his godsend. 
He did not thank me. It was 
gratuitous, he must have felt. What 
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was I expecting? 

We strolled past the hotdog men 
and the tenderloin barkers with 
demeanors of hellishness, failing to 
even get our attention as we walked 
wobbly as every other drunken tourist 
was doing unknowingly. Steve 
yammered at one fellow whom I thought 
must have been a diabolist, 
personified confidence man. Did he 
have a considered philosophy? 

Steve said,”Do y’all have 
Rabelaisian women in there?” I 
cackled laughter. 

The barker said, “Yes sir!”, 
looking at me. 

“Alright, fair enough, we'll be 
back to see if this is so. 
Rabelaisian, Rubenesque, more cushion 
Ger Phe.pucshinsekind saris 

The barker’s carbonite eyes pierced 
into the atmosphere, looking and 
skewing our world’s oblate flatness. 

Bheteaseqoy eiasaidawefYou wonst 
want to miss the bar where Malcolm 
Lowry and his wife Marguerite were 
typing up the third draft of UNDER 
THES VOLCANO? swouldwYou274o1yosaid: 
Then I was having that strange 
interlude, rambling spiel about “They 
were all here! Lowry, Hemingway, 
Faulkner, Tennessee Williams, Truman 
Capote, Kerouac, Nelson Algren, 
Huxley, Sherwood Anderson, Anita 
RooshpeLovecratta, Huxieyer cn ;*tand 
thenelt couldsnot thinktofdany anymore 
writers. Kelly looked at me 
unbelieving, unknowing, as I 
continued. 
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“Believe it or not, Oscar Wilde 
came to Hollywood in 1882 with the 
D’loyly dance company and came 
throughthere, £irSt, eethinkee ean 
Tequatfed ‘the? Hurricane ther fruce 
punch pungently nauseating. Like the 
smell in the streets. 

“He described it as Orange groves. 
D. H. Lawrence I think must have come 
through here between Florida and his 
ranch-commune in New Mexico? “ 

Steve just was looking at the 
jaundiced eye of a beaten horse 
pulling a carriage, a sudden activity 
that parted the crowd evenly. 

“No, .swouldn’ toawant tenmiss bia, ~ 
Steve gurgled. Kelly was smiling 
now, recouped from the parade. 

And there Paul was, on the corner 
of St. Ann and Royal, just like he 
sander right in=fronc* of thesnare1- nad 
read about. Paul was leaning against 
the gas lamp not looking at us yet, 
unaware, holding a beer to his lips, 
concentrating, observing everyone, a 
stranger. Now he saw us. 

Steve saw Paul, his long hair 
flowing down the back of his neck, 
his buttressing the streetlamp. That 
party grimace knowing nothing but 
decadence and the will to live. 

“Well, he said he would be here, 
and herethebis!”- )*Steve@eaid= ablgof 
us recovering, some of us better than 
others. 

I saw who Paul was looking at. 
Av lady im aM@brightiired dress. 
complete with carnation , sitting on 
the steps , red stockings, bouffant 
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hair, looking innocently at some 
geraniums on someone’s doorstep next 
Tomher. = oLooking. £60 innocentym1 
thought. 

pi sngiteshes pretty? "+e Paul (said, 
that lurid prime-time scandal sheet 
face. 

To me he smiled the wickedest 
smile in the world. 


“Look at her over there.”, he said 
to Steve, not bothering to lower his 
voice. “Have you ever seen someone 


as pretiy.tastthate, 
I was puzzled, always in the dark. 
Sardonic Paul. 

I looked at Paul for a clue. 

MSheteein drag, ( ~hessaidzosipping 
his hurricane in the green wax cup 
bent to oblivion. THe revelation him 
me, and the group of us took in her 
alizans ,Shesgotsup,  aware-+of “Pauls 
announcement, and walked away, 
further down, her red heels like Judy 
Garland’s skittering down the 
sidewalk clacking evenly. Down the 
sidewalk past two sinister black men 
whispering “Cocaine”, “Cocaine”, to 
some sailors they were dogging, and 
now us. 

“No thank you, my good man”, 
Steve said,” We are already flying 
through the gates of Hell by the seat 
OLfourgpants? syAcidh (withethesedge 
takensrichtmotiawathsliquer.“soThe 
way he said acid, his formality, you 
would think he was Huxley at Berkeley 
tripping with all the permission of 
the foul rag and bone chop of 
literary legend. Dryly. Was that 
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the secret? To buzz away and yet 
stay refined like a scholar? Kelly 
just kept smiling, her black hair 
draped like a madonna amidst 
byzantine icons, wisps of it blowing 
in the interludes of breezes wafting 
by, the hot dog vendors and Takee 
Outee suddenly seeming to me like the 
board of fare of Commander's Palace 


restaurant. 
“T looove Amaretto and 
Pineapple...”, she said, not feeling 


one bit of displeasure. 

“For god’s sake, Steve, keep her 
away from the Hurricanes!”, I said, 
humorously, but they were looking at 
a dog alone tied up to a drum set, 
with sunglasses lashed to his face. 

Paul kept saying, “Poor little 
girlet; .poor®la tele, gi viese looking 
back once more at the transvestite as 
she sat on the stoop next to a guy in 
one of those fluorescent tinsel 
striking clown wigs, as the swarm of 
disparate souls , us included wafted 
through the streets. 

Disinfect this place; please} Pit 
was the cure for Venice, another much 
older hdying cityeeis thoughts 

“I'm going tostake’y*alistovsome 
barsPehoney]) Paul saidevandewe 
obediently followed. The Parade bar 
was aptworstory old structurerawith 
multitudes of queer men on the 
balconies shouting at the straight 
men, getting way much more attention 
than ei feavgipilewasstipathere ready to 
reveal herself. 


The tourists stood below, smiling, 
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pointing, laughing at the stylish 
remarks one particular gay man was 
making to who he kept referring to as 
“That HUNK!”. The hunk stood there, 
his wife beside him, being as cool as 
can be. 

We went inside as Kelly sounded 
and looked reticent, “Let’s not stay 
Eoog bond wm econvlawantutos,. hand. 1 
lost the rest of it as we went into 
the ulterior darkness, the house 
music dirging like disco death. 

The main bar downstairs was being 
manhandled by a bartender with 
nothing on but a pair of leather 
chaps, his buttocks displayed to the 
known world. 

Dime gGorMigeto. Gti Geawlthethe 
bartender, to get good drinks from 
him" peheesaicetoemnc, «putting. hiss shand 
forward to me for money. Steve and I 
went upstairs in this very unfamiliar 
place as Paul worked his magic and 
Kelly began her endless quest to find 
the ladies room. The crowdedness of 
the place was stifling, but weirdly 
enchanting. There was a lot of 
secretive whispering going on, almost 
as if the boys were all catty women. 
Not exactly enchanting, 
but...different. We walked pst the 
pool tables, the men all giving us 
the once over, which we had never had 
the experience of this sort of 
phenomena before. Up the stairs , 
onto the balcony, the refreshing 
sweeps of night air reviving us. 
Steve suddenly to me observing, 
becamerassortsof-, object of 
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affection. Men, boys, coming up to 
him unawares, talking to him. I kind 
of stood there, eyeing everyone. 
Steve’s engaging personna was even 
working#*here, woi1dtopeall females, 
“YounlookulikesMcClouds? che 


cowboy...”, one guy said to him. 
“Well,”, Steve said as the 
perennial good’sport; ~If*yourcan’ t 


get Dennis Weaver, and if you can’t 
get thatequy onsiraniel yeite. 7. Lucey 
get me...”. They laughed, tittering. 

Now the boys were really coming on 
to him. They knew he was straight 
now but they didn’t care. He was 
flying along, peaking on the pulque 
of the sediment of a Hurricane, 
smiling, aw shucks. 

“You guys are great,” he said, 
quite drunk, as they joked further, 
rubbing his back, quite amused, 


cooing to him as = rrystoud-theressy "1 
just like women a bit more, you know 
Guys: i. .2FAnd anochnersecrowoler 


tourist formed beneath the wrought 
iron balcony, throngs everywhere like 
cloistered Kafka tribunals of the 
absurd, as the packs of lively queers 
up here with us, and down there the 
tourists taking in their adjust 
eyefulls of N’awlins decadence. 
Tourists loved the queers. They were 
so” funny, 

Paul came upstairs, four drinks in 
his hands. “Kelly is waiting 
downstairs,” he said, and handed me 
two drinks. He told me in my ear 
amidst the banter yelling contest up 
here and down there, “I flirted with 
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the bartender so these are Strong. 
He looked at Steve being manhandled 
with levity like he was a sovereign 
fon them to. do. this bidding: 

“Obnhhes Hoveeranl! cooeds. smiling 
that wicked smile with his eyes 
perpetually shut tighter than 
hermetically. Chinese slits of mirth 
garnered in every corner of this 
absolute mania, on his face. 

“Steve, Kelly’s crying. -.There’s 
no women’s bathroom here,” Paul said. 
Then he turned to me, just after I 
felt a swirl of a finger on the back 
of my left pocket. I turned around, 
and pleading innocence, knowing 
nothing else, smiled for some reason, 
Juste tomindicateunoshostility. “Paul 
turned to me again. 

Pome Goungacosasparcytatwthis 


friend of mineyssapartment. 1/11 
find you and Steve later on 
tonight.”. Anguish for me. Begin 


the apocryphal story. Sui Generis. 
I stupidly said okay. 


wHoOwWaane: VoUungoing ito, Lindvus?4, «I 
asked. . 
BBOMMCe WOLLVAeL Wil.” ;<Paulssaid, 


as if he believed himself. 

Steve buttoned up his shirt back, 
finally fending off the chorus boys 
from “Camille”. Now bereft of the 
fondling and jostling and caressing, 
overall goofing off with these good 
sports, Steve joined me and said 
“Letiisuget out of this: Vomutorium”. 
We shook their hands, and waved, and 
we went through the mysterious 
factionsypiottangeinside ingethe 
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darkness, past the blue sex cushions 
in the back and the pool tables. All 
eyes on us, and I noticed one poor 
guy had such sadness on his face. 
Then we were out. 

“Don’t tell anybody about this”, 
Steve said, an erudite outlaw again, 
a dangerous man. 

“your secret is safe with me, old 
Spore. 

‘Teme feeling better)" Kelly said. 

We left and eventually left home, 
into the dark night, exhausted. 
We were short one person. 

We got a call the next day from 
Paul, as I woke up feeling drugged in 
rural Hammond, on West Church street. 
He was calling from the Coffee Call 
on a borrowed quarter from a Jesuit 
priest biker, guitarist, that gave 
him fifteen minutes of Django 
Reinhart fakery in front of St. Louis 
Cathedral. 

As we talked, I could imagine the 
completely textural architecture. 

The tactile Aeonian arches, the cut 
stone beneath me, in cool shadows of 
the cathedral. The pigeons, 

jugglers, breakdancing fools, the Jax 
Brewery standing now as a shopping 
mall. I got Steve up and we headed 
for New Orleans. We used my gasoline 
(we didn’t have any money then) 
because Steve said the whole thing 
was my responsibility. I quickly 
gave him a beer before he could kill 
me. 

The Causeway was quiet in the 
full sun, and the cresting waves, 
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arabesqueing in ululation , wan and 
storklegged terns completing the 
evenness of twenty-six miles of white 
road. Blue water all around us as 
the xanadu domes and spired high 
rises came slowly into view like the 
Emerald City. 

The beer ran thusly through us 
and we began to feel like new men, 
revived. 

There was Paul a little later, 
Standing there at Coffee call next to 
tourists, who were next to sailors, 
who were next to hard-working 
jugglers, who were in front of an 
audience of tourists. The begneit 
grease wafted through thickly but 
blew away by the River’s breezes near 
the Riverwalk. 

I handed Paul his deserving beer, 
and I said, “You transubstantiated 
wine, communion, and here’s Corpus 
Cir iste set be Body, GL .Cchrist)..” 

“Demat say sonaty),e Paul ssard. 

I handed him a half a muffelotta 
that we had found at a deli on 
Tchoupatoulas street which he 
devoured. 

We walked, into the vision LI had 
earlier of the Cathedral. The 
tourists gawked at the confidence 
men, magicians, bohemian scam 
artists. 

Paul said, Mike, you wouldn't 
believe...”. 

I smiled just for the hell of it 
and looked at him as we went down 
into ‘the.junkheart of the quarter, 
now cleansed by morning rain. 
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Spudheaded tourists were being 
carted in horse buggies down the wet 
streets that had washed away the 
jniquittes “of thessinsror thescaty” 

“That apartment was filled with 
men. This was the swankiest 
apartment you could ever imagine.” 

Of course Steve and I remained 
censorious, but listened. I imagined 
courtyards from Flaubert behind those 
walls, and swimming pools and 
cosmopolitan filthy rich old money. 

“Snorting powders off bevelled 
mirrors, I suppose?”, I speculated to 
Paul, though I was fairly innocent 
through the swirling eddies of the 
seventies and throwbacks like gilded 
Steve. 

“Yes. Oh Mike.” Paul said, feeling 
much better now incorporated with us, 
all buddies. 

“They Seturup a-sling-" 

Steve put his beer down to his 
waist, almost choking on it, and 
said, “Paul, we don’t need to know 
the details. “ We laughed as 
comrades anyway. 

We knew Paul was a born liar and 
we; loved NHimefor © particular lys 
When he lied it was beautiful. When 
he) toldPthe truth it wast?bpeautreulm 
His Slant*om things# 

We made it home, and things got 
back to normal. We all went to class 
again except Paul dropped out again, 
even though he was a computer whiz. 
He continued to read my Village 
Voices voraciously and ran ten miles 
a day, and then he cut his hair off. 
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Shorn the beast, and he couldn’t pay 
Pumas hasperent. 

I was getting gruff about him 
expunging my liquor supply which I 
parleyed from the invidious little 
stores down the arteried streets of 
the loblolly paddock. Matrixes of 
what could be a garden district 
construed. 


Paul left sometime during the 
summer, after we had all gone on 
binges of the basest instincts. 

Vodka hotshots with pepper sauce, and 
bourbon that Faulkner said, “Ah can’t 
standssnothin’ /seThere ain’ ti nothin; 
thatwanbourbpon won ste Cur ese. 2% 

“I miss Paul”, Steve said, 
looking at me, making fractals and 
complexities on the computer, 
hallucinatory images through code, an 
inflection of cleverness in spite of 
his wanton bigotries against 
sobriety. It was the beginning of 
summer, intoxicating heat so much 
that the mud puddles all dried up. 
Paul’s garden where Oedipus the cat 
came out daily was withered. Here 
she came now. 

“T think I see Eve riding out of 
thesGardeh. ridings onythesback»of.a 


YVCie ries apts 

“This ain’t Cuernavaca, dude.” he 
said. 

SO ltemmaigitimie Wi salduwithetake 
sophistication: 


Steve and I drank coffee and then 
resumed our grueling sun-over-Yardarm 
wastrel drinking like we had our own 
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version of the lost generation. 

“The lone generation never left. 
It just cloned itself over and over, 
until our corduroy of disco death and 
bad taste arrived.” 

“Yeah”, Steve said, thumbing 
through a computer manual. 

“Paul is up in Alexandria, living 
with his lover, Stan. A playwright. 
Paul’s mother and his aunt treat him 
like he was Truman Capote or 
something, like his mother wasn’t 
even his mother...”, I said, jealous 
of my own perjuring mother. 

Steve remained oblivious to my 
dialogue. 

“Remember when we went to Mardi 
Gras?”, I said, ruminating over my 
Bourbon and seven. 

The computer beeped away against 
the outrage of the television, 
illegal cable troweling out 
unoriginality except now Jeopardy was 
on. Steve could mostly beat the 
contestants flat to the answers. 

“You know, Paul told me once, that 
when he was in Petroleum engineering 
at USL, a Kappa Sig, that he got a 
job in Singapore right “after sthat - 
Testing wells, getting drunk in 
downtown Singapore. Making money.” 

“Heatried rightebefore he-left-te 
get me"tovcall*thetquymin'®texaes] aol 
agreed, I was supposed to get on the 
line and make up a story that I was a 
fraternity pledge soliciting Alumni 
information. And then I was supposed 
to “hand the *phene ste Pau he’ 

“But Paul couldn’t bring himself 
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CO Calkitoethescguy?” 

“Rather sad,” Steve said, fiddling 
around some more. His fractal on the 
monitor exploded into a kaleidoscope 
Signifying the end of civilization. 

I petted Oedipus. 

"Kellyoe coming over.-—.She -wants 
me to write her Assembly program for 
her.” 

preahn~g Lesardwesuddent y. 
wondering, “Where’s Marguerite the 
New-Waver?” 

Steve smiled at me. But it wasn’t 
the wickedest smile in the world. 

“She’s going back to Berkley, the 
bay area. Oakland. She thinks she 
can transfer. She asked me to take 
her new wave moped apart and put it 
in a box so it could be delivered. 

We sat there in silence, the cat 
undulating its arching back against 
my back hand. I stroked it and let 
the long hot summer beat on me. 

“Goddamn §1 tas. thot.) Do.vou. think 
Faulkner’s writing would have been 
different if they had air conditioned 
the South fifty years earlier?” 

Steve had read all of Faulkner. 
Smile through a not-so-wicked beard. 

Teehi tehomei-tor him. 

VA erecniowersierheyourshave never 
been rtosMississippipyou scan learn 
more about it by reading Faulkner 
Bhanpactuakly Hiuvingsthere ay 1 
nodded, having been unable to finish 
LIGHT IN AUGUST, THE BEAR, SARTORIS, 
AS 71 PEAY. DY-ENG: 

I poured another one, the fridge 
smelling with biological experiments 
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of amateur fashion , leftovers 
fermenting in sweet sickly odors 
throughout. I quickly closed the 
ancient fridge. “Do you want to 
hear the wildest story I ever heard 
Paul ‘tell me?” 2 said: 

“He said when he was at USL in 
Lafayette, he went to a bar somewhere 
down there on Johnston street, which 
is like, the main drag. He went in 
there, but he needed a ride home. So 
he started talking to some guy, and 
the guy offered to bring him home, 
butpasked “Hf Stheyy.could step~eff-at 
the guy’s house for a minute.” 

“Sound“s"about righnt=for Paur™ 
Steve said. 

The fractal stopped exploding and 
froze on the monitor, and steve 
piddled around with the hinging of 
mankind’s technological future 
hinging in the balance, though I knew 
that spiritually Man had been 
plodding along since Rabelais. 
Frisson of computer gadgety whirred 
and splunked like a babbage machine. 

“He went inside the guy’s house, 
and the guy said, fix yourself a 
drink)’ Pivbetright outs etvetgqet td 
do something in the back.” 

“So Paul waited there and fixed 
himself a drink, and waited some 
more. He kept wondering, what is 
this guy doing? He fixed some more 
drinks, and finally he walked back 
there, into the guy’s bedroom. He 
said he saw on the king size bed, 
more women’s makeup than you could 
ever imagine in your life, hundreds 
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of dollars worth of makeup strewn all 
over. And he said the guy had like a 
kabuki made-up face, like a china 
doll, with the mascara and white 
cream, and lipstick anda this 
countenance like a japanese geisha 
Gio 

Steve laughed and turned the 
machine off. He sipped his drink in 
the heat that we were surrounded in 
like in the back yard was the veldt 
of Africa. Or that was my memory of 
Paul’ 
s garden in the backyard with Oedipus 
frolicking about the now gone peppers 
and green onions and garlic and 
potatoes and tomatoes. 

I wiped my brow, a bit animated. 

“The guy had a small hand mirror 
Upetounisstace, and was ‘going to 
town, flagellating himself furiously. 
I howled in astonishment. Swooned.” 

“That’s what I miss around here. 
Paul’s apocryphal stories. Lies or 
EvUcH Oreo liemixcad Up 31n a frenzy of 
muddled mistruths.” Wael Vou 
share Kelly with me like the Eskimos, 
bedding down with their wives for the 
winter?” I asked, pruriently. 

“Sure, man.”, Steve said, lying. 

We watched Jeopardy that 
afternoon and Steve got every answer 
right except the one about the Tatar 
Rebellions. Kelly came by and Steve 
wrote her program for her, and they 
went in the back and I was alone. 

I made a large bowl of the 

fantastic leftover Gumbo, which 
everyone knows is a peasant dish. 
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